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Pe CHURCHVARD'’S CHIPPES. —1575. 
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pre pkey Seeing 


INTRODUCTION. 


* 


Tue late George Chalmers having, in 1817, gone in considerable 
detail, and with much general accuracy, into the incidents of the 
life of Thomas Churchyard, from his birth about the year 1520, to 
his death in 1604, it is not necessary here to travel over the same 
ground ; especially recollecting that not a few of the most im- 
portant facts were derived from the work now in the hands of the 
reader, which the same biographer then in part republished. He 
derived his materials only from the second edition, while our 
reprint of the entire work is from the earliest impression; and, 
although they vary in many particulars, the leading features are 
the same in both. 

‘““Churchyard’s Chips”’ is, to all intents and purposes, a Mis- 
cellany, although it consists only of his various and scattered 
productions, belonging to different years between about 1550, 
when the author began to write, and 1575, when they were col- 
lected in the form and sequence observed in the work before us. 
The author was not by any means a poet in the highest sense of 
the word; but in the beginning of his career he was certainly in 
greater estimation than near the close of it. Some of his pieces 
were considered good enough to be included by Tottell in the 
volume he put forth in 1557, the first edition of which has been 
already reprinted by us, and may possibly have been originally 
edited by Churchyard himself: we only put forward his claim to 
the discharge of that duty upon conjecture, but there are two 
or three points in his biography that render it not altogether 
unlikely. He was at that date about the Court, he had a strong 
rhyming propensity, he was acquainted with at least several 
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poets, who, like himself, certainly were contributors to that col- 
lection, and he was in want of money. Still, if Churchyard had 
really superintended the publication of so important and popular 
a volume, we hardly think it probable that he would not some- 
where have asserted his right to the distinction. 

He was not a man of imaginative powers: he deals mainly 
with facts, and narrates them more like a rhyming chronicler 
than as an inventive genius; and it is this circumstance that espe- 
cially recommends him to our notice in what he called his 
“Chips”: he was fond of these alliterative titles, and he has, 
therefore, left behind him his “Charge,” “‘ Chance,” “ Choice,” 
and “ Charity,” some of which we hope hereafter to be able to 
present to the eyes of modern readers, because there is not one of 
them that does not contain matter, more or less interesting, as 
criticism, biography, or history; merely as poetry we cannot 
bestow much praise upon them, although Churchyard’s “ Shore’s 
Wife” obtained the applause of Thomas Nash in 1596 for its 
antiquated, and then neglected author. “ Shore’s Wife,” in its 
best form, we have already reprinted. 

It is to be borne in mind, however, that Churchyard had the 
merit of being a very early admirer of Chaucer, whom he men- 
tions; and one or two of the best productions in our present 
volume are creditable imitations of the Father of English Poetry. 
Churchyard was a soldier, not a scholar, and for this reason, 
probably, we are not much troubled in his works with tedious 
classical allusions. We might have entertained a higher opinion 
of him, if he had not adopted, almost from the first, a peculiar 
spelling, often annoying to modern eyes, and rather indicating 
(like the wearing of a peculiar hat or coat in our own day) the 
absence of more important claims to notice. 
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MarHe. 
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THE CONTENTES OF THIS BOGRE 


dhe siege of Leeth, 

. A farewell to the worlde. 

. A fayned fancie of the Spyder and the Gowte. 

. A dollfull difcourfe of a Lady and a Knight. 

The Rode into Scotlande, by Sir William Druery, 
knight. 

Sir Symond Burleys tragedie. 

. A tragicall difcourfe of the unhappy mans life. 

. A difcourfe of vertue. 

Churcheyardes dreame. 

A tale of a Fryer and a Shuemakers wief. 

The fiege of Edenborough Castle. 

The whole order of the receiving of the Queenes Ma- 

jeftie into Briftowe. 


Oe Be rol (Gata 
worfhipful his tried and worthy friend, 
Marfier Chriftofor Hatton, E/guter, 


Captaine of the Queenes Majefties Garde, 
and Gentleman of her highneffe 
privie Chamber. 


eee long liking and good wyll, with the faft frendfhip I 
jinde in you (good matfier Hatton), procures my penne 
prefently to performe that I promtfed, no fmal time fince, 
touching a booke of al my Englifh verfes in miter. The 
offer wherof came from my Jelfe, not for the goodnes of the 
matter, but for the parfitneffe of the perfone to whom I ment 
to dedicate my woorke. And albeit your valeur may not bee 
Seen in fo fimple a glas, yet [ hope this my woorkes fhall not 
hinder your deferved renowm, nor breed occafion to miflike 
my unbridled boldnes. And for that from my head, hand 
and penne, can floeno farre fatched eloquence, nor fweete 
Jpvinklyng fpeaches (feafoned with fpiced termes) I call my 
workes Churchyardes Chips, ¢he badues wherof can heguild 
no man with better opinion, than the fubfiance tt felfe doth 
amport,; and tn deed of any other tietle had bene geven to ny 
trifies than the proper name of Chips, men might have hoped 
for graver matter then the natuer of my verfes can produce. 
Wherefor I prepared a title aunfwerable to the weight of the 
worke, mifdoubting not but that you will of cortefie behold 
what blaes of good wyll thefe my Chips will utter to the 
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worlde; affuring my felfe and my friendes, that hereim ts 
no kinde of fparke, neither hurtfull nor uncomly. But as 
the world may judge, among many chips may be fundrte 
wooues, fo the worft of them all makes but a crack, confuntes 
with the coales, and turneth unto finders. What fier can be 
made where neither {moek can be Seen, nor hiffing of ftickes 
maye bee hard? And yet thofe two properties agree im the 
end to one flame, effect and purpofe. IL write of feverall 
thinges, whofe fondry foundations might leade me to divers 
Jubjectes, but each of them in deede ferveth to one mans cogt- 
tacion and duetifull dealing towardes God and my countrey ; 
and none of them hath any humour or difeafe, but futch as 
vrybody may broke, digefie, aud embrace (bearing any graine 
of favour to the wrytter) whiche [ hope makes the reddier 
paffage to that which L caufed to be printed. My firft booke 
hath but few things in wt, but fuch varietie of matter as fhall 
breed to the reader rather pleafure than painfulnes; and 
the fecond fhall contain a nomber of things I truft of no leffe 
pauftime and commodity, weighing mirrely the meaning of 
my imaginacions. Thus, making my choice of a fufficiente 
patroen for a farre better woorke than my cunning can per- 
forme, (and creping under the target of your protection) I 
weery you no further in reading of this my plain Epiftle, 
committing to the Almighty your worfhip, good naem, and 
most defired felicitie, with tncreace of wifhed fortune. 


Yours in all at commaundement, 


THOMAS CHURCHYARD Gentleman. 


TO THE DISPISERS OF OTHERS MENS WORKES. 


that fhoes nothing of their owne. 


IF well you judge of my good will, | 
you yelde me my defarts: 


If that with frowns and fcorneful loeks, 


you fhoe your hollowe harts. 


(And by difdaine difgrace his verfe, 
that doth the beft he can :) 
You do not well to hinder foe 
the works of any man. 


For loke, what meafure you doe meet, 
the fame yee {hall receave, 

When from the loem of your device, 
like webb of cloeth you weave. 


But if you leade an idle life, 
and father near a childe, 
You are as bad as barain ground, 
and fo the world begilde. 


The loekar on of table playe 

finds many faults in deede ; 
(And with conceites of this and that, 
he doth his fancie feede) 
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But bid him play a gaem himfelfe, 
and than perhaps he will 

Mis fome good pointe by over fight, 
and loes his money {ftill. 


A man that builds a prettie houfe, 
in fweete and holfome ayre, 

(With goodly rowms and choife of place, 
and windoes large and fayre), 


Shall heer his neighbour ftreight difprayes 
the feate and eek the fraeni: 

Yet hee that praets wants wealth and wit, 
and cannot mende the feam. 


What needs more words to waeft my wind 
about thefe bufie brains, 

That powlts and fwels at others toils, 
and take themfelves no pains ? 


bd 


The beft is, though fmall goodnes be 
in thefe baer chipps of mien, 

My hatchet hewd them all in deede, 
whear they be groffe or fien. 


And whan that theas have maed a blaes, 
and bin in world a whiel, 

A bigger bafket will I bring, 

to make you worldlings fmiel. 


Vil 


And wheather theas you like or noe, 
the'reit aer neerthe {lamp ; 

Which if you pleas to flinge in fier, 
will borne as cleer as lamp. 


Thus faerwell frends, or flyring foes, 
I kno not how to fawne: 

I mean to fee you ons again, 
fo leave my booke for pawne. 


Adue. 


THE Sl EG Per 


Leeth, more aptlie called the fchole of warre, 


(the Lord Gray of Wilton generall thereof) in the 
fecond yeare of the raigne of oure fove- 
raigne Lady Queene Elizabeth. 

Anno 1560, 


‘AS Marche did ende, fo WZars began his raigne, 
Whofe men I faw to bluddy warres were bente: 

From Barwick walls they marched throw the plaine, 

With banner fplaide, with carriage, haell and tente, 

All fitte for warres: to Leeth this armye wente, 

And, as I know, the nomber was fo fmall, 

Sixe thoufande and five hundreth men were all. 


And moft of thofe not trayned for the field, 
More rawe then rype, unready, out of ufe ; 
And fome men fay, ech leader was not fkild: 
But what of that? I write not of abufe. 

If faultes there were, I ought to make excufe: 
Firft do wee creepe, and after learnemomcon 
All hitts not white that fhooteth in the bow. 


Amonge thefe men were fouldiours of ech forte, 

Both old and yonge; what fhould there more be faid ? 
And fome that fought to get a good report, 

To haunt the warres did holde them well apaid : 

Of cannon fhotte they feldome ftoode afraid ; 
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They knew the cracke and horling in the eare 
Was halfe the harme, and most of all the feare. 


Such men declarde they had a det to pay, 

And ftill they wifht in countries caufe to die, 

They prayfde that man that fervde his prince a day, 
They were a feare unto the enmyes eye ; 

They beautifyed theyr bands with bravery: 

They bare the blowes, and broughte the yonglings on, 
And gave the charge when others lokt uppon. 


As erfte I faid, this campe fo furnifht out 

Lord Gray the chiefe, Lord S£rope the marfhall than: 
Of knightes and fquires if here I went about 

To fhow their names, as if I lift I can, 

Time fhould I loofe, and weary many a man 

To read their ftiles; wherefore your leave I crave, 

To write fuch thinges as in my head I have. 


The maner thus: before Dumbar they patte, 
Where iffued out the French, a filly bande 

On horfe and foote, and not requyring fafte 
To take, me thought, the fkirmifhing in hand: 
And thus a while both parties {till did ftand, 
Till cankred hate had kindled malice newe, 
And badde our men in field their foes purfewe. 


But, in the ende, a few were hurt or flaine, 
They driven in, and none that fkirmifhe would: 

The campe marcht throw, and did no while remaine 
Before Dumbar, the troth thereof is tould: 


A fkirmithe at 
Dumbar. 
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The reft my penne fhall foone to you unfould, 
So that you do my tale in order marke, 
And, as you ought, give credit to my warke. 


At length, in fight of Leeth our army preaft. 

I had forgot how they the Scots lords met, 

Who brought with then two thoufand men at leaft, 
Few more I geffe that were in order fet, 

But {till in hope a greater power to get, 

They put us in; fo thus wee joynde in on. 

I may not longe this matter reft uppon. 


But as I faid, when fight of Leeth we had, 
Like as the bore his briffels ginnes to fhake 
When he is chafte, and fares as he were mad; 
Or as the wolfe that newly is awake 

In fury runnes the fillie fheepe to take, 

So did our men the French full faft purfue, 
Where fone was feene the warres began a new. 


They had no minde on peace proclaimde in Cheape, 
The leage was brooke they thought in London made: 
Out goes the pikes, the fouldiours ranne in heape, 
The {cabberds falls, and forth was drawen the blade. 
Some fhotes apace, the others chardge and lade; 

But ere the heate of this great fkirmifhe grew, 

The Dowager with trumpet toke a trew. 


This ftage of warre made many men to mufe: 
How be it was devifed of theyr queene, 
Some fay, by crafte our captaines to abufe, 


The Siege of Leeth. 


And fo it provde none other as I weene ; 

For here and there the Frenchmen laye unfeene, 
As though were ment no harme on either fide, 
As fire lyes hid untill the fmoke be fpide. 


Our campe came on, and fought their tents to pitch : 
The Frenche drew neare to view our maner-throw ; 
Whereat Lord Gray was difcontented mitch, 

And fent them word they fhould retyre them now: 
Wherefore (qd they) we underftand not how 

Wee fhould give place, or any waye be bounde 

To part from hence, and leave our maifters grounde. 


Yees (qd my Lord), were not for promife fake 
Of trufe a while, we fhould not reafon longe. 


Full ftoutly than the French in bravry fpake, ete ols 
p pretence of 

Do what you dare, we will not take a wronge. peace, they 
° . {} 1 - 
Wherewith in hafte they fange us fuch a fonge, ene ais 


With curriar fhotte that, had not hap bin good, 
They had foone fhed fome of our worthift blood. 


For as our chiefe, and leaders of the field, 

In daunger f{toode, under the league we had, 
They ufde fuch warres as have bin feen but field. 
Full in our face they fhotte as they were mad: 
A tricke of Fraunce, a bluddy parte to bad ; 


; yy a 
But as God woulde, the fkath they did was {male ; Sere 
It was but one on whom the harme did fale. firft, 


Our rage was great, our bloudes began to rife, 
Our ftomackes ftorde as we did this beholde: 
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All have not 
fame that do 
well. 


The S7eg e of Leeth. 


Throw out the campe the noyes ran to the {kies, 
At brute whereof the coward waxed bold, 

The valiaunte man had courage dubble fold: 

So that a lowde, a chardge, a chardge! they cride. 
They taried not, and loked for a gide. 


But as by chaunce each one his marrow mette; 
They fkirmifhed as thicke as bees they fwarme: 
some lofte their lives, and paide the earth his dette, 
Some were fore hurt, and had no further harme. 

I you affure, this {kirmifhe was fo warme, 

That as the haills commes downe like rainy teares, 
The curriar fhotte did ringe about our eares. 


If Barwick bands had abfent bin that day, 

A prefent plague was like on us to light: 

Uppon our foes they ranne and ledde the way, 
And ftill they put the French perforce to flight. 
But yet I prayfe fome other men of right 

That fervd ful wel, whofe names if I fhould thow, 
Some here might fay, the men we do not know. 


A further caufe hath ftaide my penne herein. 
All have not fame that worthy are therefore : 
Some gets great thanckes, that filde in warres hath bin 
Some ferve fo longe, their names are cleane out wore; 

Some have ill frends, ill hap, and that is more: 

So that their acts lie dead and litle worth, 

For that no man their deedes dare well fet forth. 


) 


The Siege of Leeth. 


I leave this cafe, and to my matter cumme. 
That day was hot and hard for to indure ; 


The fhot was fuch there could no found of drumme 


Be eafly heard, the time I, you affure, 

On both the fides they put theyr force in ure, 
And if I fhal not lye for favours fake, 

The French that while fervde well, I undertake. 


Full wife and ware they were in all their wayes, 
And valiauntly they did themfelves defende. 
But as I do their fkill and manhode praife, 

So here I muft their boldnes difcommende ; 
For had wee feene what hapned in the ende, 

Or knowen the ground, as reafon did require, 
Wee had full foone compeld them to retire. 


Retire, good Lord! fo well it had not bin; 
They had bin flaine or taken every man: 
But who can tell who fhal the victry win 


When men do meete? no more we knew not than, 


Untill in deede the heate of this began, 


Where laye their rewen, where our good fortune was ; 


For battailes are as brittle as the glas. 


Now conqueft feemes, than overthrowes appeares : 
Now feemes it good that after proves ftarke nought : 


Now is he free that hapneth in the breares ; 
Now men devife, now all is out of thought: 


Now much is fpoke, and little thinges are wrought. 


This is the courfe and cuftome of the warre, 
Where wifedome bids no man to go to farre. 
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Sir Harry 
Knivet hurte 
manfully at 
the charge. 


Twelve men 
of good name 
flaine on the 
French fide, 
and vy. gen- 
tlemen taken 
prifoners, 
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The foth to fhowe, if men before had knowen 
What vauntage great to us that day was due, 
Wee had in deede the Frenchmen overthrowen 
With little loffe ; and yet I fay to you 

It hapned well, as forth then matter grue: 

Our horfemen came and gave a charge ful well, 
In whom then laye the fervice every dell. 


Their names that chardge I thincke unfit to wright ; 
Who ferveth well at length muft needes have fame: 
Let no man thincke their deedes are buryd quight, 
All though not here the perfons do I name; 

I nill for that my worke put out of frame. 

To them I leave at large that to difclofe, 

That after fhall this journey wright in profe., 


Right hot awhile the enmies fhot enduerd, 

But fone was coold the terror of the fame: 

The horfemens force, in fine, the French procuerd 
For to retire, nay runne awaye with fhame ; 

But yet I may not much their doinges blame: 

In order ftill their battel ftoode, mee femde ; 

Five hundreth pykes they were, as we eftemde. 


But what fhould more be faid ? they fhronke afide, 
And to theyr towne they trotted as they might ; 
But every band had not with him his gyde, 

They bode the brunt, on them the bloes did light, 
And as I heard and fawe, there compted right, 
Twelve men of name were flaine, and prifners five 
Wee toke that day, and brought awaye alive. 


The Siege of Leeth. 


Of common fort of fouldiours, good and bad, 

Fnill feven fkore of them we put to facke, 

And fome fore hurt into their towne they lad: 

Of ours in deede a very fewe did lacke. 

Some hurt, fome flaine, our enmies put a backe, 

And as in deede the maner is of fortes, 

The towne, feeing this, againft them fhut their portes. 


Wee hearde thearof whan all this broile was donne ; 
But who could fay he faw the fame the while? 
Each man can talke whan that a thing is wonne, 
And with conceites his fanfie oft beguile, 

Runne throw the hedge, and after leape the ftile: 
This fhould be done, our after witts can fay, 

But few at firft findes out the ready way. 


Well, let that paffe: we drew us to our refte, 

And every man made mirth as caufe he founde. 
This bickring duerd foure houres and more at left. 
Men wilbe glad when trump retrait doth found, 
That weary are in trave[r]fing the ground ; 

So doubt I not it did both parties pleafe, 

When they had found a time to take their eafe. 


In thot of Leeth, within La/flaricke than 
We pitchtte our campe, where cannons cabons brake, 
And oft by chaunce it kild a horfe or man, 

But no man would the campe therefore forfake: 
Such tennis balles did keepe our men awake, 
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The byfhop of 
Valence, 


The woman 
was duckt in 
water, 
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And quickned thofe that wear dull fprited foules, 
And made fome ladds to digge them deepe in holes. 


To fave the warde from harme of enmies fhot 

Full many a trench did Pe/lam caufe be wrought : 
Loke, what was meete there was fewe things forgot. 
Our powre fo {mall, by every way we fought 

To keepe the fame; but that availed nought. 

Some were fo rude, they ranne their death to feeke; 
So thus decreaft our nomber every weeke. 


A bifhop came from Fraunce to treate a peace. 
Muche talke there was which time confumed {till, 
But all this while the wars did nothing feace; 

To hurte our foes we never wanted will : 

At length uppon a rocke, a craggy hill, 

We plaeft a pece, and in a trenche beloo 

Was other ftore of fmaller fhot alfo. 


Forget not here, the weather on the feas 

Would not permitte the cannons for to lande. 

The longer here we laye to our difeafe 

For lacke thereof, which fewe doe underftande. 

I would demaunde, howe we fhould take in hande 
To laye a fiege, or els our campe remove, 

When moft thinges lackte that was for our behove? 


Among our men might Scottifhe vitlers haunt, 
Who with the Frenche a treafon tooke in hande. 
A wife, a queane, did make the Frenche a graunte 
Upon this rocke in fight of Leeth to ftande: 


The Siege of Leeth. 


And there to make a figne to Dozzs bande, 
When that the warde were careles and at refte, 
Which fhe ‘did keape; her felfe the fame confefte. 


The Frenche came on, as they thus warned were, 
Like men of warre, they chofe their time full well : 
Our men ftart up, amafde with fodaine fere, . 

But what was befte to doe they could not tell. 
Some, loving fame, his life did dearly fell, 

Some, hating death, did fone from daunger fhonne, 
Some, paft all fhame, full faft away did runne. 


Some made defence, but ftill they {trove in vayne, 
Once order broke, fare well the fight that houre ; 
So in this heate was many a fouldiour flayne, 


There was no helpe, they were orelaide with power. 


Thus have you heard how fortune gan to lowre 
Upon our men; the chaunce of warre is fuche 
A man may not at no time truft it muche. 


But at this tide full many a one was there 
Deferved praife that are untoucht for me, 

And mofte of thofe that did them ftoutly bere 
Were mangled than, myne eies the fame did fee ; 
But for they are of meane and bafe degree 

I leave them out: it is fufficient here, 

If in the booke of fame their names appere. 


Ye knowe when that the wafpe within his nefte 
Is fturde with ftick or any other thing, 
Affone as he is troubled from his refte, 


The bloudy 
Monday. 


Sir James a 
Croftes led the 
foldiours on 
their enemies, 


The lord Gray 
that nowe is 
was fore hurte 
at a valiaunt 
charge he 
gave. 
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He crepeth foorth, and fharpely under winge 
He feketh place for to beftowe his ftinge : 
So lo! our campe, that erft in quiet lay, 

At noyes of this began a fearfull fraye. 


Now ran they foorth, and forward ! cryde they all. 

The drummes did founde, the fouldiours made great fpede 
Unto the trench, the larum was not {mall, 

But all to late the helpe did come in dede ; 

The captaines ftill their men with hope did fede, 

And bad them marche: The day is ours, quoth they, 
At fight of whome the Frenche retierd away. 


Great terror made the curriars in our face, 
Some flaughter tof[o] by that to us arofe ; 

But yet in fpight the foe forfoke the place, 
And ftraight to Leeth in hafte the enmy gofe. 
Abide, quoth we; ye parte not without bloes, 
Upon them rofe the boldeft men we had, 

All had not charge that daye the way that lad. 


Undoubtedly, the foldiours femd they wolde 

In fonder rive the ramper with their handes, 
And pluck them by the eares out of their holde ; 
But as it was they flewe upon the fandes, 

And left foer hurt, and groning on the landes, 

I judge at lefte, as many men full oute, 

Or more then we had loft, have ye no doute. 


A bande of men by this time to our aide 
At Mu/fselbrough were come, unarmd I geffe, 
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Of which reliefe we helde us well apaide. 
The enmies ftore therby became the leffe : 
This done, all thinges were put in readines 
For to difmounte fuch peces as we fawe 
Upon a churche, that kept our campe in awe. 


* 


A battry fmall againft the fame was fet ; 

In halfe a daye downe fell therof the chiefe, 
Than for the fiege we found not fo much let: 
Our fkirmifhers retired with leffe griefe, 

Our men might come more eafely to reliefe. 
But marke this well, fuch fkirmifhing, I faye, 
I never fawe, nor hard of, er this daye. 


The mounting larke no foner in the fkie 

Then we were fourth: the Frenchemen were fo brave, 
Ne night nor day they would not let us lye 

In reft, for {till they did the fkirmifhe crave ; 

And they in holes them felves could finely fave, 

To caufe great shot to playe upon their walles, 

As though that we were made unto their calles. 


And this they ufde full ofte and to our harme, 
Untill a ftaye our leaders tooke therein : 

Before in fielde rawe men fo thicke would fwarme, 
That long we feemd more like to lofe then wyn, 
By rashnes rude of fuche as had not byn 

In warres before; but yet with exercife 

A white cote did become both ware and wife. 
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And fervde as well as any fouldiour might 

With bowe and bill, fuche weapons as we ufe, 
And oft therewith they put the Frenche to flight. 
What! marveile not ; you knowe this is no newes: 
The bowe hath ofte made them the field refufe; 
The bowe is feard as farre as flies our fame, 

And bowes, I weene, wan Englishmen the name. 


Our enemies ftill to fkirmishe us procuerd, 

And gald our befte and ouldeft fouldiours fore. 

I tell you trothe, the heate of this enduerd 

Full long, wherby our men away we wore; 

But God be thankt, the Frenchmens loffe was more 
For ftill they fpente upon the ftock ye knoe, 
When we without had meane to come by moe. 


, 


By depe forefight a mounte there was devifde, 
Which bare the name of Pellam for the {pace, 

I had forgot how Frenchmen cam difgifde 

In womens wedes, like queanes with muffled face: 
They did no a&te, but fone they tooke the chace. 
I let that paffe, and of the mounte J treate, 
Where, to be playne, the fervice was full greate. 


The captaine there one Cutbert Vaughan was, 

And joynd with him there were a number mo. 

This mounte thus made, the campe away did paffe 
More nere the towne, how much I nede not fhoo: 
This mounte to Leeth was till a daily foo, 

The peces there a longe the rampere fhott ; 

Some harme they did, but what full fewe men wott. 
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Upon the fandes they could no cockells feeke, 
But that this forte might eafely them anoy: 
Some derely bought their mufkels evry: weeke, 
Some facrififde their horfe to fwete faint Loy: 
Some in their heads did take fo mad a toy, 
They never fpake a worde ne good nor ull, 


Some lernde to feele the weight of our black. bill. 


A bande of horfe there were to warde that forte, 
Which evry day did ferve full worthely, 


With whom the French, fome times for chaunge of fporte, 


Would mete, and fo the matter would they trye. 
The Frenche full oft, I can not this denye, 
Made fallies forth as tryme as men might do, 
And fo went home with blud and honor to. 


But commonly, in dede, the worft they gate, 
Yet ftill they brav’d and bare their fortune out ; 
Their warlike fhiftes they were of fuche a traed, 
My penne fhall but ecclips them, out of doute, 
To painte them right; but fince I go aboute 
To praife them thus, I will procede for fhame, 
And let them have their owne deferved fame. 


Firft, all they did was drawen by orders {kill, 
And feld they pafte the boundes of reafons lore : 
By pointe devife they fkirmifhed at will ; 

That we perceivd they practifed no more, 

That we feard not, and had not feen before 


They put in ufe: thus ftill their heads they bende 


To purchafe prayfe, and eke the towne defende. 


Policy the 
preferver of all 
governmentes. 


Maifter Pel- 
Jam, lieutenant 
of the ordi- 
naunce, 


Lhe S 102¢ AN Leeth. 


Great neede they had them felves to ufe full well, 
For all their lives upon their doings laye. 

What fhould I-more upon this matter dwell, 

To tier your eares and watfte the time away ? 

There was no fide ftode idell halfe the daye, 

But on both partes for fervice driftes were founde, 
And every howre we drave them from their grounde, 


At Pellams mounte, by foote and horfemen both, 
This trade full long did there the fouldiours kepe, 
Whofe payne was much and fore, I tell you trothe, 
For at no time in quiet could they flepe. 

And fpecially, when day began to pepe 

The fhot went of, then fouldiours to their toyle, 
And as hap drewe, they did abide the fpoyle. 


I nowe returne unto our campe awhyle, 

That laye where fhot did daily them falute, 

And where the Frenche with many a warlike wyle 
Did fhowe our men of warres what was the frute ; 
“And where fome get their death by littell fuet, 

A fkarre, a maime, and fuche a rude rewarde, 

As mofte men findes that do that life regarde. 


I fpake afore of bickrings by the Frenche, 

But here the heate of ferving might be feen ; 

They bearded us, and made them trenche for trenche, 
And fhewed them felves trimme fouldiours, as I ween. 
But what of that ? we came to ferve the queene 
Though to our loffe; our courage did we ufe, 

We forft our foes their trenche at lengthe refufe. 
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And to their milles we wente and burnt them downe, 
Slew them we founde, where many hurte were than 
In fervice great, right nere before the towne. 

Our hap was fuch, that we the honour wan, 

Not onely here, but ever when began 

A {kirmifhe, or a bickering any where, 

Which, as we geffe, we wanted feldome there. 


A thondring noies they made when they came foorth : 
Their ratling fhot did perce the cloudes, me thought ; 
To fhow the truthe, their corriars were more woorth 
Then double tolde the peces that we brought, 

And to be plaine, our fhot they counted nought ; 

Yet as it was, when that our men came nere, 

The Frenchmen bought their comming forth full dere. 


Yet would they not be kept no tyme within: 

An hundreth tymes they iffued out, I geffe, 

And fought for death their honor for to wyn. 

What ere they lofte they bravd no whit the leffe: 

If here I fhould all fkirmiffhes expreffe, 

What they have done, what we have wrought like wife, 
Of paper fure a quere would not fuffice. 


Unto my tale my penne, I praye thee, paffe ; 
What humer brought thy reafon here fo wyde? 
You knowe, good folkes, in what difcours I was. 
The campe thus plafte, we did reliefe abide : 
Muche loffe eche daye we had, I will not hide, 
And greater harme was likely to enfue, 

If fome had not made up their bandes anewe. 
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Of watche and warde our men fo wery were, 
They careleffe ftoode of any hap at all: 

The nightes were fowle, the dayes not very fear, 
The countrie could, their garmentes thinne and fmall ; 
And ftill upon their captaines gan theyteall: 
A faute, a faute! we lye ore long in trenche ; 
Let us go fpende our lives upon the Frenche. 


It feemed good the towne for to affaile, 

Men willing were in princes caufe to ficht ; 

The battry fhot, but that did not prevaile, 
Muche pouder fpente, the charges was not light, 
Small fkathe it did, as femed to our fight. 

This dare I faye, fo fharpe a pele fo ronge 

I never harde, but yet it durde not longe. 


For this affault, lewde ladders, viele and nought, 
The fouldiours had, which were to[o] thorte, God wot; 
The profe thereof with blud the poore men bought : 
Had they ben long, the towne we might have got, 
But looke what God affigned to our lot, 

We could not fhonne, nedes mutt it come to paffe 
That he appointes, as there good triall was. 


Let thofe thinges go; I kepe an other vaine : 
Of this affault the manner fhow I fhall. 

Firft were our men in battaile rangid plaine 
And gardid well with horfemen were they all; 
The refte in trenche did ftand as did befall, 
Till warning made of Randall, major there, 
At which they paft to Leet) withouten fere. 
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The drommes did founde, the trumpettes blew alowde, 
The cannons fhot, the bowmen ftode not {till ; 
The fmoke was like a fogge or miftie clowde 

That poulder made; our fouldiours lackt no will 
To clyme the walles, where they receivd much ill, 
For when they laide their ladders in the dike, 
They were to[o] fhorte the lengthe of halfe a pike. 


The flankers than, in murdring holes that laye, 
Went of and flew, God knowes, ftoute men enow; 
The harquebuz afore hand made fowle playe, 

But it behovd our men for to go throw, 

And fo men fought their deathes they knew not how. 
From fuch a fight, fwete God, my friendes defende, 
For out of frame did divers finde their ende. 


To fee poore foules there wander in the dikes, 

The ftones were flunge, the curriar bet them downe ; 
The wounded men let fall both bowes and pikes, 
The mangled heapes that creped from the towne, 
The flaughter foule, and here the wofull fowne 

That fouldiours cries there made, I thinke in dede, 
Would fure compell a {tony harte to blede. 


The brute of this abafht our bouldift men, 

And cut our combes as all were caft away: 

The coward forte did fteale them homewarde then, 

And fome in campe came never fince that day ; 

Some fought difchargc, fome fawe fo great a fray, 

They wifht they had at home bin keaping crooes, 

Suche is the warres where men both wyn and looes. 
i 
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I leve that cafe, and nowe returne I fhall 

To thofe that daye were leaders in the felde ; 
And for in ryme I cannot fhow it all, 

And well fet forth in ryme are faultes but felde, 
And wordes I lack, and that I am unfkilde 

To feke out termes that apte are for that cafe : 
In profe I minde therefore the fame to place. 


That fhall I wright when this I draw anew, 
Which in fhort time I mynde at large to fet ; 

But for the firft, it may fuffice to you 

This. naked rime out of my handes to get : 

Yet, if I live, I will be in your det, 

To paye you once a better fum, I thinke, 

Then I have yet fet fet forth with penne and ynke. 


An other mounte, that Somer/fet was cald, 

Devifed was, where Somer/et was plaft : 

This forte full ofte the French both flew and gald, 
And many a time their peces it defaft. 

Here you muft note, thefe mountes were not in watte, 
For if they had not helde the towne in awe, 

We could not it befege, for ought I fawe. 


If that the Frenche, with frendes that were without, 
Had ventred all and ftode to fortunes hap, 

In daunger greate we had bene, out of doute, 

“And likely fure we were to fall in trap ; 

But lo! our chiefe, misdowting fuche a clap, 

For wante of men to fege the enmies rounde, 
Devifed fortes upon the meteft grounde. 
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In this meane while, there came S. Fraunces Leake 
To our reliefe, whereof much nede we had: 

A greater lacke we had there than I fpeake 

Of men and helpe, whiche made our hartes full fad ; 
But ftill with wordes the councell did us glad, 

And faid the Duke was comming have no drede, 
Who much defirde for to fupplie our nede. 


The Frenche came forth at midnight after this, 
As though they would a canvozado make, 

But as God wrought, their purpofe did they miffe ; 
For though fome men the trenchis did forfake, 
An other forte defence did undertake, 

And ftode fo fure, and fhot fo in their face, 

That there they flew a corprall in the place. 


They, feing that, full haftely retirde, 

And lokte not backe their fellowes for to fee: 

To tourne againe was none that them defirde, 

Eache man is glad to fee his enmye flee ; 

A bridge of gould give him that runnes from thee, 
The wyfe man biddes, which councell they that maye 
Will not refufe in warres, I dare well faye. 


Now muft you note the Frenchemens hartes were hie, 
And of reliefe they made a great avaunte, 

And for they fervd before their miftris eye, 

The feates of armes the more they ufd to haunte, 

As though our campe their courage could not daunte ; 
Wherefore full late at night, when funne was fet, 
They iffued out to take us in a net. 
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Upon our trenche and all along the fandes 
They came amaine, farre paft a marching pafe, 
And brought abrode their brave and chiefeft bandes ; 
But as God would, we met them in the face: 
Where lo! the fhot enduerd a marvelous fpace. 
Some men of theirs, that while cride thirlly bowes 
So nere the campe, that up the fouldiours goes. 


A larom long among them there they had, 

And fundry fortes of thinges they thought thereon, 
But at the trenche was many a ftubborne lad, 
Which ftill with fhot did prefe the French upon, 
And lefte them not untill that they were gon, 

Or faw them flye, their whitcotes fervd fo well: 

I lack but time their worthines to tell. 


Our enmies now became more circumfpecte, 

And curtfie made fo nere our campe to come, 
They would not lofe their men to {mall effeéte, 
Nor had no will to hap in whytcoates thom. 

They fent them in without the founde of dromme; 
They kept fuch fturre as never yet I fawe, 

And yet at firft they were but blunt and rawe. 


Still did we hope to have from Barwick aide: 
It coms this day, qd one, it will not faile. 
The fame wherof did make the Frenche afraide ; 
They knew they muft abide a newe affaile. 

This newes among our men did much prevaile, 
But in the ende they fawe {mall hafte was made, 
Wherfore their mindes were in an other trade. 
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The Dowager, the Queene of Scottes, fell ficke 
This while whereon: at length this lady dyed, 


Whofe death did touche the Frenchemen to the quicke ; 


For fure their frende fhe was as well was tried, 
(And to her realme, it cannot be denied, 

She was full fafte) a princes of hye fprete, 

For Fraunce a perle, a member apt and mete. - 


I had almofte left out a fkirmifhe here 

Upon the fandes, where horfemen honor gate, 
And in defpight they rode the Frenche fo nere 
That divers Frenche were overthrowne therat: 
Although that here I partly touched that, 

You muft not thinke but divers dayes likewyfe 
The horfemen kept this common courfe and guife. 


As tyme confumd, fo ftill our men did wafte, 
And nedefull was for aide, or els for peace ; 

And to be briefe, our country made no hafte 
From watche and warde our fouldiours to releace. 
Great murmurs {till among us did increace, 

But dewtie bad eache fouldiour do his befte, 


Till fweete reliefe fhould bring poore foules fome refte. 


From Fraunce there came embafadours this to ende, 


And from our Queene the like to us was fente: 
About the fame they did much labour fpende, 
And as you knowe, both parties were contente. 
The Frenche by fea unto their country wente: 
Compeld with force, they did forfake the towne, 
To our great fame, and honor of the crowne. 
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Firft, give me leave our fouldiours to advaunce, 

That with their blud their countries reft have brought ; 
Next, how they fervd againft the flower of Fraunce, 
And, laft of all, did bring their bragges to noughte: 
And more then this, note here and kepe in thoughte, 
They, being weake, did make the ftrong to bow, 

And to their home returne with conqueft now. 


But or I go to farre in fouldiours praife, 

The inftrumentes that endid all this toyle, 

I muft fet foorth whofe grave and fober waies, 

And ftoutnes both, did give the Frenche a foyle: 
They forfte the Frenche to yeld to their own {poyle, 
They did perfwade, nay rather, them compell, 

To parte to Fraunce, as all men knowes full well. 


Was this none aéte to worke them fo like waxe, 
That were as harde as flinte or {tony fteele, 

And quencht the fyre that was fo nere the flaxe, 
And feaft the plage that many one might feele, 
And brought us peace and caft all warre at heele, 
And, as a man might faye, mawere their teethe, 
Drew out the Frenche out of the towne of Leeth ? 


Becaufe the brute and betil] headed braines 
Can not conceive the depenes of this peace, 
And that fome thinke that we have lofte our paines, 

Or that by this may further warres encreace, 

For that I would fuche fonde conceiptes fhould feace, 
Here fhall I fhowe the fum of al] the fame, 

As nere as I can put fuche thinges in frame. 
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By this we have, that many kinges did feek, 

A perfit peace with Scotland fuer for aye ; 

By this the Frenche, that neftled nere our cheek 
Full many yeares, are now difpatcht away ; 

By this {mall broyle did feace a greater fray, 
By this our realme was rid from further care, 
Our foes fent home, and we in quiet are. 


By this our Queene hath all her owen requeftes, 
Unfit for you to know therof the weight ; 

By this great things as yet in queftion reftes, 

Till for our wealth they fhalbe framed ftreight ; 
By this our fame is lifted fuche an height, 

That evry wight that throwly wayes this chaunce, 
Shall fay we ftrove againft the flower of Fraunce. 


How happie are the fubjectes, hie and low, 

Rueld by the prince in whofe time this was wrought, 
Whiche for the zeale of her own realme, you know, 
And Scotlandes love, hath fet expence at nought, 
And in her dayes to paffe fuche thinges hath brought, 
As feldome could be compaft well with wit, 
Wherefore the fame therof to her is fit. 


Here have you harde of Leeth the ordre throwe, 
As farre as ryme will fuffer me to wryte: 

In profe who lifte to make reherfall nowe, 
Thereof hath fkope to fhow in paper whyte 

A better waye that fhall you more delighte ; 
For this was done as there I faw it then, 
And time but fhorte I had to ufe my penne. 
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FAREWELL thou world, that me betrayde to long, 
To dearely bought I find thy follies all ; 

Who fhall thee ferve is fure to fuffer wrong, 

Who fkorns thy happs may fhunne thy fodaine fall. 
Who fawnes on thee fhall drincke thy bitter gall ; 
Who flyes thy toyes thy painted face fhall find: 
Who fooner flides than thofe which at thy call 

Lives like thy flaves, in body, foule, and mind? 

Firft from a child with fancies was I fedde 

All at thy hands, till I to manhode grue; 

Than, in the darke loe! blindfeld was I ledde, 

So that my God, my felfe, nor man I knue. 

Wield wit, yong bloud, old vice new bred in bones, 
Made me forget my dutie all at ones. 

Faire thinges, foule thoughts, fond works & flattring eas 
Had moffled mee, and hodwinckt fo my wits, 

That in the ftorms I drad no Si//as feas, 

Nor in the calms I feard no froward fits 

Which were to come: things prefent pleafde me bet; 
Thofe gone, I made no myrror to the reft. 

Bed foft, full mouth, gay backe, and foolith fame, 
Was all I fought, like lord to live at luft : 

At my nowne fhape and fhadow had I game, 

A looking glaffe, a plaiffeer trim at truft 
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To prie a pon: my life thus did I frame 
Cleane out of tune; I fee it now full well, 

So that my life was careleffe everye dell. 

Yet found I have a heape of other harms 
Thereby: what than? I cannot them amende: 


When dead they feeme, than fpring they up by {warms. 


Such mifchiefe riep wil have a rotten ende, 
Though at the full the tied of them are now, 


The ebb may come when God a time fhall fende: 


Leave that to him, and I fhall tell you how 

I learnde to know the courfe and kinde of man, 
His nature new, his fafhion halfe difgiefde, 
And how for fhame at length lo! I began 

To follow that which I afore difpiefde. 

Full welcome ought that learning be to me, 


Which taught me wit when wieldnes weavd the loeme 


Of wanton wayes, and blindnes gan to fee 
The path he mifte, the way that ledde me home 
Unto the port where I would harbred be, 

And rather dwel with quiet fettled minde, 

Than rove abrode to feeke uncertaine luck, 

Or fubject be to filthy worldly muck. 

I would not, fure, be bound to fuch a clogg, 
That would me rob of reafon and good {fkill, 
And in the ende but fifhe and catch a frogg ; 

As fome have done, and fome do ufe it ftill, 
Which fnatch the bone before the hongry dogg, 
Who will not part from that hee hath in hold, 
Although in deede his maifter would it have. 
Unto this ende this tale now have I told, 

To fhow him wyfe that knoweth what to crave, 
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And afks of thofe that freely gives for nought ; 
ay =| But he moft wife that hath no greedie thought, 
| And can content him with thofe litle fkraps 

That falls by lot unto him for his thare; 

And finds no fault at others worldly haps, 

But hath a head as free from inward care 

As babe new borne: yea, fuch a one may f-rnile 
And laugh his fill, when fome cryes wo the pye. 
He {hall fee much that hath a fimple ever 

That man fhal fee the {trong the weake begile, 
The poore by rich and mighty fwallowd upp, 

The harmles drincke out of the poifned cupp, 

The needie lacke that greedy raveners eripe, 

The theves let goe that robbs in fkarlet weeds, 
And fitts on bentch when troeth feeles many a {tripe : 
How feare is dubd a knight for coward deeds, 
How manhoode beggs, and none are helpt that needs ; 
How creepe in hools, that did no hurt at all, 

Are valiaunt calde: fuch is the peoples bruite. 
The quiet man thefe thinges behold he thall, 

And fee them paffe, and learne thereby fome fruite 
As I have done, though farre from quiet minde, 

In any cafe, my felfe God wotte I finde, 

Save that to toile and burthens for to beare 

I framed am, and letts the world alone 

Amid my foes, that fawns and {peaks full fear, 

I live a louff, and will not be 4 knowne. 

There hate I have, I mutt diffemble there, 

As doth thofe mates that playes at Fortunes ball. 
Do not fome halte that well may go upright ? 
Who can denie, but we diffemble all 
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In fome one pointe, and wifedome we it call ? 
Thinges are not founde as they do feeme to fight ; 
Some laugh in hart, yet {how a weeping eye: 
You have hard fay, the blind eates many a flie. 
How fhould the fadde with wantons myrth agre, 
The hole with ficke, the wife with foolifhe dwell, 
The prowde with meeke, the meane with mighty be, 
If all thefe forts could not diffemble well ? 

And even fo it fareth now by me: 

I wincke at things that I would not behold, 

And fee thofe faule that profites mee no whit ; 

I heare likewife that I can wifhe untold, 

I fhoote with them that never marke may hit; 

But me beleve, yet winne the game I would 
Among that fort that giveth aem to fit. 

I like not fure: I rather wifh to bet 

Than loke apon, and lay on near a fied. 

Set doubts a part, it is good fport to get, 

But he that winns muft hazard needes abide. 

(I leave you there) I would fo make my game, 

It wear halfe won before the match wear tride, 
And make him thincke that hits the marke is wide, 
And fay himfelfe he roveth out of frame. 

I pray you now, who would not do the fame 

To gaine thereby, or els at leaft to fave? 

Than, graunt me this: diffemble fure he muft 

As I may do, or in time pafte I have, 

And made fome blind that better faw than I, 

And fawe full oft that I would not perceive 

When that thereon did life or daunger lye: 

And yet I lookt, and leered, by your leave, 


Note. 


36 A farewell to the worlde. 


What might befall, and fought to fhun the fhocke ; 
And as I fled, ill fortune followd fafte, 
Whan fhe would ftrike, I fcaped many a knocke 
By douking downe. I knew fo well her catft, 
With cap and knee her favour fone I wan, 
So in a while fhe toke me as her man: 
But whan I thought moft holde of her to take, 
A way fhe wente, the whirle winde in her taile ; 
Yet with her frends fayre wether did I make, 
Whofe helpe was good when world began to faile, 
And if you afke how I acquainted was 
With fuch fure props that holds up houfe and all, 
And how that 1 could bring fuch things to paffe 
T’c keepe me up whan divers fought my fall ? 
(His fall not great, it cannot be I trow, 
Whofe climinge up was never much, you know.) 
This by the way I fpeake, yet aunfweare loe 
To you I make, that this demaundes of mee. 
To courte I came, whear I could hear and fee 
As others did, and with the ftrong I ftoode : 
As world did wag I wound my barke about, 
And leand me there wher I could find moft good. 
In deede this was the way to beare it out, 
And there I founde of eyrye fort ynow: 
Would I be brave, I knew wher mates were had ; 
Would I be ftout, I faw who would not bow. 
Hie lookes was he that ftill I faw go throw: 
That fhippe made way that all the failes could beare ; 
Small fprite fate low with finger in his eare ; 
Great curtchie crept full hie among the bet : 
He made them laugh that lokt as he would fweare, 
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He carryed coales that could abide no geatt. 
Plaine life, the lowt, was little fet by theare ; 
Fine taunting tongues brought many a foole in feare. 
Make love, the mecke, was ready at a call ; 

Faine would be feene was frifking evrye where ; 

Set foorth to fale was markt beyonde them all. 

Vaine glorie fmield and loekt for much a doe, 

New fanglenes fhaekt off old friendfhip paft ; 

Fien faule at foote could whine and bite you toe. 
Proude blind confait would not be placed laft, 

Small witte would laugh at wifer than him felfe ; 
Difdaine, that dwarfe, loekt like a pivithe elfe, 

Straunge nature fround when homely folkes fate downe ; 
Full purfe found frendes that came but late to towne. 
Set by himfelfe would not falute but fewe ; 

Small worth made boeft; ftill mouth was all the fhrewe : 
Tell all, that blabb, was cald a royfter than, 

Fals femblaunce thrivde, that could ii. faces beare ; 
Happy was hee that was a turncoets man: 

They fped not worft that counterfaited wear, 

Do as world did drave of the longeft time ; 

Hee had the lands that was Dick fhifters ear, 

He caught the byrdes that beft could fet the lime, 

Yet broken thins fome gate that ufde to clime. 

Spite fpornde at thofe that better fped than he, 

All bufie heads could not on fhoulders bide, 

They met full oft that feldome could agre. 

Who fell fo fone as witte oermatcht with pryde ? 

Who rofe but fuch as roffled forth their yeares ? 

Yet chaunge of fuites brought many in the breares , 
White plumes coft pens, apparel pickt the porte, 
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All worne in courte was not in city paide. 

Sharpe fet faid oft, backe cloutes made belly worfe, 
Bare cloake he ware whofe credite was decaide ; 
Catch nought, poore knave, could court and courtierscorfe ; 
Spend all fate ftill, and loked like a maide; 

Hope well, made fpoile, and waited for a day; 

Unthrift would fweare and dice it all away ; 

Toffe blade would fnuffe and fhake a fwinifh head, 

Dare do lokt bigge as butcher in his fhoppe ; 

Save groet {meld out where honger might be fped ; 
Proude would not fpeake that fate not at the toppe, 
When Lortch was out, fome knew not where to dyne. 
Who kepes the barre? was afked every houre ; 

Some fpake full fayre to get a cuppe of wyne: 

God fave you, fir, wilt pleafe ye take a floure, 

A {weete red rofe? he had that kept good cheare, 

And many a cappe and curtchie to the ground, 

An ofsar ftill was made of all the yeare. 

Old ftagers knew, where fuch a frend was found ; 

Yong frie might faft for any thing they gate; 

New commers walkt abrode for taking cold ; 

Full pauntch did martch as he had bin a ftate. 

Who lookes like mee? thoughte he that chippings fold. 
When Chriftmas roobes wear broefht, and the day worne, 
Well was that man mighte bid that faint good morne; 
Beare rule ftoode ftiffe and kept his betters out ; 
Bold face thruft in throw thickeft preace and thronge; 
Hoffe have at all full hye could hold the {nout ; 
Speake as he thought was not in favour longe ; 
Finde fault, the foole, would flier in echmans face ; 
Kitch rueld the rofte, lacke frends felt all the wrong: 
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Bare life knew not to whom to fhow his cafe ; 

Watt all the wield might fing a heavy fong ; 

Hoyft up in haft forgate from whence he came ; 
Hie office fkornde to loke backe how he climde ; 
Hogge Norton breede difdainde to know their dame. 
Pried feard no fall, till foote full faft was liemde ; 
Snatch fkratched all and gave his fellowes none; 
Neede likt the plaets and gnawed bare the bone ; 
Mountch prefent crept in corners all alone ; 

Havoke was made, where meate was litle feene: 
Unworthie of breede fardewel, God fave the Queene ! 
Spoile would not fpare, his charges was but {mall ; 
Make feaft fild in, the king did pay for all; 

Seeke helpe fpeake faire, yet floely fpeede his fuite; 
Give bribs was hard, his money told his tale ; 


Lacke nought had more, but want could finde no fruite:: 


Neede blew his nailes and looked very ftale ; 
Skill for a fhift was glad to teach for pens; 
Old hangars on would not be beaten thens : 
Witte did invent but wealth bare all the bruite ; 
Boldnes did fpeake when bafhnes was full muite, 
Cunning wrought much, but craft beyonde him crept. 
Poets made rymes, but royfters praifes rept; 
Wifedome would waite on many a wodcocke oft ; 

Old broems were good, but new al cleane they fwept ; 
Love eafe fate long and loekt to lye full foft. 

Eate much would boeft he farvde our fuffraunt long ; 
Fat browes knightes, I tell you, toke great paine , 
Some went full gaie that was not worth a thong ; 
Some thrue at all and nicked evrye maine. 

He talkt of warres that had fmall wit in peace ; 
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PB Skarce knew himfelfe would common wealthes debate, 
a He fpake great thinges that fwelted in his ereace, 

|| Witles, well diende, would be a lords checke mate. 
ea I Loe croetcht unto a fore difcourfe would make ; 
“ol Make roume, my frends, (qd. he) that kept the gate. 

fe | Craft had a care to all he did or fpake: 

Unwelcomde geafts ftept in and afkt no leave, 

Some pleafde the prince, yet had the peoples hate ; 
Some farvd them both, and did them both deceave. 
He near fate ftill that corrid favour well; 

Some plaied the foxe that like a goofe could looke ; 
Some afkte what newes, and yet could wonders tell. 
Smal minde of God would often beare a booke, 

He went to maffe that would the challice fell. 

Some lovde the church for the fweete relickes thear, 
Some made of faints brought up another whear ; 

Some neither faint nor devill fearde atzall 

Some liekt this world more than the world to come, 
Some in their ruffe would get about the haul. 

Some fpent fuch nights they drad no daye of dome; 
Some watcht their time, and yet thear time they loft: 
Some bankets made, and wear bankrout at laft; 

Some learnde to be fine courtiers to their coft ; 

Some had fmall helpe, and yet {pent all full faft : 

Some fought to fpend upon anothers charge ; 

Some careleffe livde and walkt abrode at large ; 

Some cravde a pace and caught fome croms by craft ; 
Some could not afke, they thought defarts fhould crave : 
Some made faire fale of blades loufe in thethaft; 
Some never wanne, nor could devife to fave; 
Some waited hard, and gate {mall frute therefore. 
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Some had ill hap, and yet no vertue lackt ; 

Some favde odde ends and made of litle more ; 
Some had their baggs as full as could be thwakt ; 
Some made cold myrth, yet favred for fuch vice ; 
Who Fortune liekt was ever moft in price. 

All this in Court I fawe and kept in ftore 

Full twentie yeares, as tryall good I have ., 

Not of Court now, as Courte hath bin of yore 

I write, I fpeake, and treate, fo God me fave, 

To fhow wherefore from thence I me withdrew. 
What harme it did unto my betters farre ; 

What good likewife he gat that Courte wel knew, 
How fome did make, and fome therein did marre, 
But to be plaine, where I fuch chaunges found 

I lifte not dwell: let them that wil be bound 
‘Rowthat thore raines i chufe the quiet foile 

The countrie large to have free {kope to walke ; 
Lo bein, Courte licount it but:a toile ; 


Where hart much thincks, and tongue dare little talke, 


Where fome mutt fit, and loke upon the walls, 
And beate their heeles again{ft formefides all day, 
And fubjects are to others beckes and calls : 
That life is weake wherein there is no ftay. 

A peece of breade is better had with eas 

Than bankets fweete apon fuch bitter bords. 
Some fay there is no fifhing to the feas, 

Yet many troutes are caught on litle fords 
That fhallow feeme, with other pretie fifhe 
That at the length will make an honeft difhe. 
On litle brooks men angle fafe and drie 

In lether bovtes, and dread no drowning there ; 
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On thefe rough feas the leaft winde in the fkie 
Tieps up the barke, or brings a man in feare. 
Some have no harts with roring waves to {ftrive, 
Full greene to fight, and uggly to the eye, 

Which on the rocks the filly veffels drive, 

And knocks their keels, and makes poore pilots crie 
Hael in the faile! let go the bowling, mate! 

Now, in good faith, fuch fodaine fhocks I hate. 
Yet fome will thincke I am not fettled foe, 

But I wil feeke to trie the fea againe. 

Why is the earth fo narrow, would I knoe, 

[ cannot finde where I may well remaine? 

The world is wide, and men muft burthens bere, 
That ordainde are unto no better chaunce: 

That groes not here, takes roote another where. 
Some fhooteth ill, yet hapneth by a glaunce 

To hit their game; men ought to do their beft 
And feeke for lucke, and let God worke the reft : 
So for my part I fhal likewife proceede, 

And though I bid the Court and world farewell, 

I meane to ufe them both as I have neede ; 

But for to fay in courte I wifhe to dwell, 

I minde it not, as good me helpe and fpeede ; 

And for the world his yoke ftill draw I muft, 

But fure I ferve him all againft my luft, 

For in the fame is neither hope nor trutft. 
Wherefore my leave I take as powre I have 

From him and his, though courfe of life fayth noe: 
A worldling here I muft be to my grave, 

For this is but a May game, mixt with woe, 
A borrowd roulme where wee our pagents play, 
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A fcaffold plaine where on we revells make, 
A croked path, a parlous fals hie way, 


A toilfome foile, where we much travel take. 


Good reader, now do neither {tinge nor hiffe 


At any thing that in this verfe is plaeft : 

Where fault is found, for favour mend the miffe. 
This roving rime was flubberd up in haeft, - 
And nought thereby the fimple writer ment, 
But neither Court nor world could him content. 
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IF that ye lift to give me eare, 

And with my matter for to beare, 
Although a fable tell I fhall, 

It is to make you meerie all. 

Ye may fome pleafure finde therein, 
And yet my tale not worth a pinne ; 
As I have hard, from thinges of nought 

Is wifedome and greate knowledge fought : 
Yea, goulde is gotten out of droffe, 

And torves are made of mucke and moffe, 
That beetes the poore a goodly fire. 
Nowe to my tale I will retire. 

Tenne thoufand yeare agoe at leaft, 
I meane whan evrye birde and beatft, 
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And evrye thing that we can name, 
Could talke and reafon in good frame, 
It hapned than, make you no doute, 
Betweene the Spider and the Goute 
There fell a ftrife, full ftraunge to heare, 
Which was ear ended was that yeare. 
Thefe two would know by chaunge of place 
Who furtheft ftoode in Fortunes grace, 
And which of them was beft at eafe ; 
So ech a part, as he did pleafe, 
A mafter chofe unto his minde: 
A day betweene them was affinde, 
Whan that the yeare was full runne out, 
For talke twene Spider and the Gout; 
And at which feafon meete they would 
Their haps and fortune to unfold. 
The grevous griping Goute fhould goe 
Unto a husbandman, I troe, 
And dwell with him for that yeare than ; 
The Spider to a gentleman. 
And fo they parted feveral wayes ; 
But which of them had mirrift dayes, 
Here after fhall you here me tell, 
The Spider was not welcomde well 
Into the pallace where he dwelt, 
But rather many a mifchiefe felt ; 
For evry day there was a maide 
That made the Spider fore afraide. 
With merry larke this maiden roes, 
And ftraight about the houfe the goes, 
With {wapping befome in her hand, 
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And at her girdle, in a band, 

A jolly bontch of keyes fhe wore : 
Her petticoet fine laeft before, 
Her taile tockt up in trimmeft gies, 
A napkin hanging oer her eyes 
To keepe of[f] dufte and droffe of walles 
That often from the windowes falles. 
Though fhe was finog, fhe toke {mall eas, 
For thrifty girlls are glad to pleas : 

She wanne the love of all the houfe, 

And pranckt it like a pretty moufe. 

And fure at evry word fhe fpake, 

A goodly curtchie could fhee make ; 

A ftoering houfwyfe evry where, 

That bent both backe and boones to bere. 
She never fleeped muche by night, 

But roes fometimes by candell light 

To card and fpinne, or fowe her fmocke : 
There could no foner crow a cocke 

But fhe was up to fleek her cloes, 

And would be {weete as any roes: 
Full cleanly ftill the girle would goe, 
And handfome in a houfe alfo, 

As ever fawe I countrie wentch. 

She fweeped under evry bentch, 

And fhaekt the cofhens in their kinde, 
When out of order did fhe finde ; 

A rutfhe, a ftraw, or little fticke, 

She could it mend, fhe was fo quicke, 
About her bufnes evry houre. 

This maide was calde her miftres floure. 
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She bare the keyes of ale and beare, 
And had the rule of better cheare. 
She was not nice, nor yet to kinde, 
To proude, nor of to humble minde, 
To fine, nor yet to brave, I troe: 
She had, as fayre as I do knoe, 

Two faire newe kirtles to her backe: 
The one was blue, the other blacke. 
For holy days she had a gowne, 
And evrye yard did coft a crowne, 
And more by xviii. pence, I geffe: 
She had thre fmocks, she had no leffe ; 
Foure raylls, and eek five karchers fayre, 
Of hofe and fhoes fhe had a payre ; 

She needed not no more to have, 

She would go barefoote for to fave 

Her fhoes and hoofe, for they were dere. 
She went to towne but ones a yere, 

At Eafter, or fome other day, 

When fhe had licens for to play. 

I had forgotten for to tell, 

She had a purffe thee loved well, 

That hanged at a ribende greene, 

With taffails faire, and well befeene : 
And as for cloves and knives full bright, 
She lacked not, nor trifles light, 

As pins and laces of fmall coft. 

I have to you rehearfed moft 

Of all her goodnes ; now, to the forme 
And making of this creeping worme. 
Her port was lowe, her face was fayre ; 
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It came no fooner in the ayre, 


But it would pill; her cheekes were thin, 


God knowes, fhe had a tender fkin. 
The worft mifchape this minion had, 
Her leggs were fowllen very bad : 
Some heavy humor downe did fall ; 
Her foote was narrow, fhort and fmall ; 
Her body fklender as a {nigg, 
But fure her buttocks were full bigg: 
That came, I thincke, by fitting mitch, 
And in her fide fhe had a ftitch, 

That made her oft fhort winded fure, 
But her complexion was full pure. 

She was well made from toppe to taile, 
Yea, all her lims withouten faile 

Were fine and feat ; fhe had a hand 
There was no fayrer in the land, 

Save that with toile it chaunged hue ; 
Her fingers fmall, her vaines full blue, 
Her naills a litle largly growen,. 

Her hear much like the funne it fhoen ; 
Her eyes as blacke as jet did feeme, 
She did herfelfe ful well exfteeme ; 

Her lipps were red but fomewhat chapt, 
Her tongue was ftill and feldome clapt. 
She fpake as she were in a cloude, 
Neither to foft, nor yet to loude, 

And tript apon the floer as trim, 


Ye would have thought that she did fwim. 


As she did goe, fuch was her pace 
She minffed fine, like maiftres Grace, 
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That at the Daggar dwelled oens, 
Who made good pies of mari boens. 

I dare depoes apon a booke, 

Shee was as good a maiden cooke 

“1S ever dre{t & peecetolmeager 

And for a banket, {mall or great, 

And rayfing paeft she paffed ftill. 

As foone as flowre came from the mill, 

She made the goodlieft kaeks thereof, 

And baekt as faire a houshold loef 

As ear was feene, or fet on bord. 

What needes more talke? at one bare word, 
The greateft lady in a sheer 

She might have farved feven yeer. 

This maide, as you do underftande, 

With {winging beefome in her hand, 

About the windowes would she prie, 

And where fhe might a Spider fpie, 

Downe went his webb and all his worke. 
The Spider had no place to lorke, 

Nor made his fkaffold, hie nor low, 

But that this maiden {till would goe 

Unto a forme, or els a ftoel, 

And with fome kinde of reatching toel 

She raught the filly Spiders neast. 
The Spider found no other feaft, 
But evrye day foule ferved was, 
Somtime he builded neer the clas, 
Somtime full oer his maifters hed, 
Somtime befoer the maydens bed, 
Behind the fkreen, or on the wawll 


, 


the Spider and Govt. 


Somtime in parlor or in hawll, 

In privey or at portall doer, 

But ftill this mayde upon the floor 
Would fling him flat and clap her foet, 
(When that she fawe no other boet) 
Upon the Spyder, if she might : 

But though he lakt both fens and fight, 
His {krawling legs did help him oft ; 
Full foen ye should fee him aloft, 

And thear he would a web begyn, 

But all in vayn the foell did fpyn: 

For loek, what all the night he wrought, 


The maid at moern brought clean to nought. 


This torment ftill the Spyder had, 
Whan any flye had maed him glad, 
And fell into the Spyders trap, 

Then fhould thear faull a fearfull clap. 
A broem, or els a littell poell, 

Maed Spyder feek an other hoell ; 

He loft his fly, his houfe, and all. 

In wyndo cloes, nor open wall, 

He might not dwell ; he felt fuch wrong, 
The Spyder thought this yeer full long, 
And witht that hit wear all ron out, 
That he might reafon with the Gowt, 

To heer which of them boeth had felt, 
The better dayes whear they had dwelt. 
The Gowt had found as ill an oeft, 
The vereift drudg in all the coett ; 

For if he might a penny wyn, 

He labred throw boeth thick and thyn : 


RP RESO Up 
6 


A fayned fancie of 


And yet he was an honeft man, 

So held in all the parifh than : 

A good houfholder and a juft, 

But fuer he lived not by luft, 

Nor fought his eas to lyg in bed. 

To many a mouth yet gave he bred, 
And yet, I ges nowe by my lyef, 
Neither this man, nor yet his wyef, 
Wear worth five pounds in reddy gold, 
Though they an honeft houfe did hold, 
At plow and cart his goods he gaet, 
He lay not long, nor watched laet, 
Nor with ill ruell no furfet found ; 

He eat and drank, and flept full found. 
This gruntting grobbe was fhort & thick, 
His face was red as any brick; 

Whear in thear {toed a bottell noes, 

A couple of corns upon his toes 

He had, which maed him cut his shue. 
He never put on garment nue, 

But whan that to the waeks he went, 
He was dreffed up like Jack a Lent ; 
And coblar like, whan he did wortch, 
But when this yoman went to chortch, 
A fleveles jacket than he waer, 

A velvet nightcap half threed baer : 

A chamled dobled ftockt with fylk, 
His short fayer weysht as whit as milk. 
But herein muft be underftoed, 

His wief was come of gentyll bloed, 
Which would not have him clad in clouts, 
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But whan he moyld with other louts ; 
Then caerd she not what he put on. 
His houfe hit was not maed of ftoen, 


The wauls with lyem wear whitted well, 


And thatcht oer hed, the troeth to tell. 


The fmoek cam forth the thatch fomtime, 


But who did on the rafters clyme 
Should finde fat bakon hanging thear ; 
The houfe could not be kept full fear 
For hens and capons, dogs and cats: 
About his bed wear many gnats, 
That hommed ftill upon his face, 
And full of myce was evry place. 

Of children had he many a oen, 

But idell in the houfe was noen, 
Except it wear an infant yong: 

The maydens to their wheel they fong, 
The carddars myrry wear alfo, 

The hyends about the fields did go, 
The oxen champped in the ftawll, 
The pygs lay grontting by the wawll, 
The capuls fed upon their hay, 

The hens full many an egge did lay ; 
The gees weare gagglyng on the green, 
And in good order, as I ween, 


Wear all things that this poore man had. 


The Gowt therof was very glad, 

And thought to trie him for a yeer, 
And fo to taeft cold countrey cheer ; 
And as the poore man foundly flept, 
In to his joynts the Gowt he crept : 
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Like theef that fteals upon a wyght, 
That ryeds aloen in wynters night. 

So f{tept the Gowt unto this man, 

And fought to vexe his body than ; 
And hoept when poer man eafd his grief, 
That he fhould finde fuch great relief, 
Such reft, fuch fkoep, and tak fuch hold 
Of man to wander whear he wold. 

Yea, fuer the Gowt had found a foyll, 
He thought to bring to utter fpoyll : 
But loe! as leyfy lobber laye 

A bed, and groend in break of daye, 
His wyef fo fowll a bawling kept, 

And fayd, fie, husband! you have flept, 
God knoes, awaye boeth wyt and thrift, 
Be God, ye muft mack better fhift : 

To pay our rent our landlord cries, 

On plowe and cart our wealth muft ries, 
And not on ftretching in the bed. 

Ye kno your children muft be fed, 
Your fervants kept and wagis payd : 

In deed, good man, I am afrayd 

That we fhall forfeit leace and all, 

And into shaem and beggry fall. 

Ye kno your wyef doth go full baer, 
And loeks fo lean with cark and caer, 
She changed hath her collor clean 

Unto a peas, or partched bean, 

And wydthers lyek a cock of hey ; 

Yea, glad to feed on crudds and whey, 
And pintch her belly for your faek: 
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And though I chees and butter maek, 
I fell the faem to maek us rytch, 

Yet, well ye wot, we have not mytch. 
My goown is lyk to go to gaeg, 

The landlord is in fuch a raeg, 

He will have money out of hand, 

He muft redeem his morgaegd land, 
That youthfull frifks in hazard brought : 


Tushe, man! your wief taeks all the thought, 


Not only howe to paye the rent, 

But alfo howe to live in Lent ; 

And get fome herrings hoem, ye knoe 
Our ftoer is gon full long agoe. 


When fleafh and whytmeat waxeth deer, 


A herring cobbe will wake good cheer, 
Among our hynds and children toe. 
Let neighbours witnes what I doe 

To maintaine houfhold in good ftaet : 
I wafhe, I wryng, I watch up laet, 

I fate, 1 fpaer, I fkrat, 1 tkraep, 

And after goods and gayn I gaep, 
Whyels husband taeks his pleafure fll, 
And hoeps to have the world at will, 
By fleep and crying out of payn. 

Let ries a blyfter or a blayn 

Upon your littell fingers end, 
Straight for a furgion muft you fend : 
Your father could taek falt and fut, 
And lyvly, lyek a lufty gut, 

A medfin maek for evry foer, 

And never would ly down therfor : 
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No, though in deed the fhyn wear broek. 
Fy! lie not fmearing in the fmoek, 

For folyfh fmarts, and ftitchis viell. 

The husbandman began to fmyell 

To heer the babbling of his daem, 

But, nill he would he, world did fraem 
So awkward wyth this fylly foull, 

That up he roes, and toek a powll 

In feble hand, to ftay upon, 

But bufnes fayd he muft begon ; 

And haeld him out of doer in haeft, 
This goodly grubbe with fagot waeft, 
Beftoers his joynts about the feld, 

In things whear on pooer men aer {kild, 
And feldome ftayd in any place, 
Afhaemd in houfe to hyed his face ; 

Or under hedge or tree to reft. 

This trobled much his new come geft, 
The gowt I mean; but caerles loe! 

Of gowt the poore man trodged thoe. 
Oer hedge and ftyell he fkipt and flang, 
And, as the birds on boefhes fang, 

He whiftled all the way he went, 

And hoemward for his brekfaft fent. 
Whyels hee the oxen yooked fatt ; 

And clyemd the trees to beat down matt 
For {wyen that muft in haeft be fold ; 
And put the fkattred fheep in fold. 

He did, for fheppard had he noen, 

For loe! the greateft flock was coen, 
And needles fervants aer not fyt. 
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This man had need pluck up his wyt 
To pleas his wyef, and pay his due. 
What fhuld I longer talk to youe 

Of his affayrs? about he flees, 

As though his hed wear full of bees. 
He ran lyk hound that hunts the haer, 
(And of the gowt toek littell caer) 
About his work now heer, now thear: 
Somtime with brambuls would he tear 
His coet, his f{kin, and knock his knee 
Again{t a ftubbe or croked tree ; 

And as he after horfes ran, 

Somtime fell down this honeft man. 
No foener up, but troedged abowt : 
Theas jobs lyckt not the tender gowt ; 
He lockt for pylloes foft and fweet, 
And oyntments for the fwollen feet, 
And plaefters warm to humors cold, 
And in fayre clowts to be enrold, 

And not to find fuch froward faer. 
Well, what of that ? good husbands aer 
A labring to make up their mowfe, 
(And wyn thear bred by fweat of browfe) 
As was this wyght wher on I wryt. 
Abroed in field was his delyt, 

In many a fhuer and bitter blaft, 

And every day till noen wold faft : 
For wantton will he would not eat, 
But honger faufyd {till his meat, 

And feldom roes with belly full: 

His children from his mouth wold pull 
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The bred, the chees, and other cheer. 
He kept no houfhold for a yeer, 

And waefted all in littell fpace, 

But for his lief time in oen cace 

Ye fhould his order finde fo well, 

To much thear was not near a dell, 
Nor yet to littell: as he throve, 

The tyme and world away he drove, 
And maid of peas and bakon fod, 

In eeven houfe a banket od, 

A feaft that fylde the empty paunch, 
A joncket that will honger ftaunch, 
As foen as coftly martchpaen fien, 
And fydor in the fteed of wien; 

And that was dronk at hy myd meall. 
A {troek of roeft, of beef or veall, 

On evry Sonday did he ufe; 

And all his hardnes did would he fkues, 
With marraeg of his daughter Kaet. 
And ftill he fayd, twas better laet 

To thryve, than never fave a groet. 
He could on fingers ends by roet, 
Kehers the cours of all the yeer, 

The chang of mooen, and could goe neer, 
To tell whan evry ftarre fhould ries, 
And talke of planets in the fkies : 

But that he lernd by sheppards ruell. 
At Whytfontyed, at Paece, and Yareiks 
He gave his housholde leave to play ; 
And than at ftoelball all the day 


Ye might have founde the mery gyrls, 
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Bedeckt with works and roefs of pyrls ; 


And fine froes pafts, yee ftartcht full tryme, 


As pretty pearls wear fhining thear : 
They had no gymmols at the ear, 
For that nue trick cam out of Spayn ; 


Yet though their garments were but playn, 


They had as pivyshe paets, I knoe, 
As had in town the corfteft shroe, 
That goes in fkarlet now and than: 
In houshold with this hoemly man 
Wear wentchis worth the looking on. 
Well yet the gowt would needes be gon: 
His oeft had near a lodging good 

To harbor fuch a hevy blood, 

And yet he muft his yeer abyed, 

And throw the fier be better tryed. 
This man had maed a bargaine nowe, 
And shaept to fell boeth bull and cowe, 
The sheep and oxen in the ftawll, 

To by a better farm withall ; 

And out of hand a jorney great, 

He had to goe, in cold and heat: 

And all a foet this muft be don, 

With butten cap and clowtted shon ; 
With wallet full of bread and chees, 
And ragged ruffet coet of frees ; 

And on his back he boer a bryeb, 

And iittell thought upon the kyeb 
That hard behind the heell he had. 
The bargayn maed, the foell fo glad, 
That out he went, as he wear wood, 
And feldom fure in quiet f{tood, 
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Till clean difpatcht theas things had byn. 
The gowt, that lorked clos within, 

At hand beheld theas outward woes; 
Than ftraight unto the fpyder goes, 


And maeks a foer complaynt of this. 

The fpyder that tormented is, 

A wors difcours to him he told: 

Thear maifters after chang they wold. 

As they deviefd, and brought to pas, 
The gowt and fpyder placed was 

At eas, as we may find full well. 

With hie degree the gowt did dwell, 

And propped up with kofhons gaye, 

On bed or bentche at will he laye: 

If gowt his maifter did difeas, 

Moeft glad he was was the gowt to pleas, 
With furrs and clowts to keep hit warm, 
And to avoyd a further harm, 

The gowt was hapt and handled foft, 
And with fwet earbes well bathed oft, 
And fed with dainty meats enowe. 

The knee nor joynt durft no man bowe: 
That gowt had governd this was true, 
Yea evry owr a pafhon nue 

Hit brought and bred in maifters hart, 
And fhronk the vains in evry part. 

But he that ons had lodged this ceft, 
(And bent him felf to geve him reft,) 
Muft needs whyels lief doth laft take pain, 
As loe! this maifter was full fain 
The gowt had found fo fien a traed, 
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That as he would his refdens maed, 
From hand to foet, from knee to wryft, 
And rueld his mafter as him lyft. 
With yoman will I dwell no moer, 
Od. he, for fear of handling foer ; 

Nor part I tro from gentill bloed. 

The fpyder in liek cafe he ftoed ; 

He made his cobwebs whear he wold, 
And in his lodging was as bold, 

As any oen may be at hoem, 

And further ment he not to roem. 

He found no mayd his reft to let, 
They wear to other labour fet. 

Thus gowt and fpyder wear full glad 
That they their maifters changed had ; 
And fo I leave them for this tyme, 
And heer knit up this croked ryme. 
This taell is written for your wealth, 
To fho wherin confifts your health ; 

I do but heer example maek 

Of things I truft ye not miftaek, 
Therby declaring, as I can, 

That evry grief that coms to man, 

By idell lief doth gro and fpring. 

The gowt is foner with a king 

Than with a weary labring wyght : 
Why is it rather with the might, 

Than with the mean. but for in deed, 
That honger maks the poer man feed ? 
So diverfly he fedeth not, 

As doth the rich man, well ye wot: 


Note. 


Note. 
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The rich haeth many a fyen device, 

His mynd and diet is fo nice. 

He knoes not what to eat is beft, 

And maks full many a needles feaft | 
To ftoer the luft, and pleas the mouth 
With fondry fortes of things uncowth. 
The belly is no foner full, 

The bones mutt reft, and down he wull 
Upon a bed, or in a chayre, 

Syts f{tretching, when, to taek the ayre, 
He fhould go walk the fields abowt, 
The want wherof doth breed the gowt: 
I mean, of to much eas doth ryes 

Great harm and grief in fondry wyes ; 
And moft of thofe that fienly faer, 
Without fome ficknes never aer, 

For evry meat muft have his kynd. 

In ftories old I read and fynd 

That man by roots and erbs lyvd long, 
And fo grue mighty, larg, and ftrong ; 
Boeth hoell and found, and well difpoefd 
Untill our knoledge had difclofd, 

That fleafh was fweet, and fith good meat ; 
But when therof we gan to eat 

A ranker bloed that foed did breed, 

And caufd moer humors than did need ‘ 
And attred fo our lyvely vayns, 

With fwellings ftrang, with botch and blayns, 
That evry yeer diffefis nue 

Within our bodies dayly grue: 


And yet, as our new fedings change, 
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Difeafes com, which aer fo ftrange 
We can not naem them in their fraem, 
Nor feek remedy for the faem. 

Som dye that never femeth fick, 
Som live and would be buried quick : 
Their payns they are without redres, 
We can not evry greef expres, 

That rifeth of our riots great, 

And furfets that we taek of meat. 
The plowman haeth no fear of that, 
Though that the fpyder and the gnat 
Within his houfe thear pleafuer taek : 
The gowt doth feldom him awaek ; 
He lets the fpyder kyll the flye, 

And from the gowt full faef doth lye, 
When that the gentill man is fayn 
The corffed gowt for to retayn. 
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A) IORI UO Tok, AB ES 1eCGN Bante: 
Of two firaungers, a Lady and a Knight. 


DRAWE neer, good mynds, that fadly marks 
the fway of worldly broylls, 

And heer what IJ at large can fay 
of troublous tomling toylls, 

Which did befall in forrayn land, 


tween two of noble race; 


A ee) 


Note. 


Note. 
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To whofe mifhaps and haetfull fact 
a world hit felf gives place. 
Not long agoe the cace fo ftoed, 
a knight of great eftaet 
(In native foyll by deaftnies lot) 
a ladies favour gaet : 
With whom he joynd, a hazard great, 
his lyking led him foe, 
That neyther fear of frowning Gods, 
nor dreed of earthly woe, 
Could maek him ftayn his plighted troeth, 
fuch conftant mynd he baer, 
For which this fecond Phenix may, 
with turttell true compaer. 
But well away! alas for woe! 
his grief thearby began: 
In prince displeafuer, throw this prank, 
fell loe! this faithfull man. 
And Cefar frowning on the fact, 
thear was no nother boet 
But flye the realm, or proftraet fall 
full flat at Cefars foet. 
O ftaets! by this com lern to ftoup: 
no ftoutnes can prevayll, 
When from the heavens ftorms do bloe, 
and ftriketh down your fayll. 
From thonder cracks boeth man and beaft 
yea, fun and moen doth flye; 
The earth and all that lives belowe 
doe feare the ratling {kye. 
When Gods aer moved in louring clowds, 
lyek dufky mantels black, 
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The troubled aire to mortall men 
doth threaten ruen and wrack. 

I turne my talke from fuch difcours, 
and treat of that tormoyll, 

Which long this knight and lady felt, 
at hoem in contrey foyll ; 

And fomewhat of the caers a broed, 
that he perforce did taeft, 

I mean to wryt, fo that as troeth 
my verfes be embraett ; 

For troeth and time, that tries out gold, 
hath tempred fo my talk, 

That pen nor Mues no pleafuer taeks 
on doutfull ground to walk. 

Now, whan thefe f{taets with links of love 
wear tyde together faft, 

And many a fad and heavy thought 
between them boeth had paft, 

Of princes grace and favour great, 
(to which regard they toek 

As chiefeft thing and only caufe) 
wheron they ought to loek, 

They wayd in ballance of their brefts, 
what fitteft fervd their torns ; 
And lyek as wood taeks flaem of fire, 
and fo to fynders borns, 

So throw the heat of this mifhap, 
they felt fuch forrowe thoe, 


As though hard deaftnye fwoer they fhould 


confuem them felves with woe. 
The lady loft her fredom ftreight, 
the Gods had fo decreed ; 
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Her knight by fodain flight a broad, 
made vertue of a need. 
And living thear with lingring hoep 
in forrain contrey ftrange, 
Whear abfence might throw prefent toyes 
in fome men worke a change, 
He ftoed as ferm as marble ftoen, 
and kept boeth troeth and tutch, 
To her who found few friends at hoem, 
and harts difeas was mutch. 
Yea, though this knight with offers great 
and treafuer tempted was, 
(As they full well can witnes bear, 
who fawe thofe matters pas) 
Yet {mall acount of fortuen nue 
he maed ; for ftill in breft 
Was fhryend the faynt that ftoeny wals 
and pryfon had poffeft. 
No feer, nor frynd, nor fellow maet, 
this Troylus mind might move ; 
This fawcon fcornd to pray abrod, 
at hoem he left his love. 
Full many a figh and hevy loek 
he fent a long the feas, 
And wytfht him felf in fetters fait, 
to doe his lady eas. | 
What grief of mynd and torment {trang 
fhe fuffred all the whyell, 
Is knowen to thofe that bondaeg feels, 
whofe frynds aer in exiell. 
Could mifchief fawll on boeth the fyeds, 
moer harder than hit did ? 
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The oen from joye and worldly pomp 
in prefon cloefly hid, 

The other forft by fatall chance 
to feek his fortuen out, 

And fhonning danger found difpayre 
in wandring world about. 

But wayeng well a fubjects ftaet, 
and what was dueties bounds, 

He yeelded ftreight to open harms, 
for fear of fecret wounds ; 

And ventring lyef, yea, lands and goods, 
to keep his naem from blot, 

(And to requit with hazards hard 
the love that he had got) 

From Spayn with fpeed he did retorn, 
and fetting foet on land, 

He put his caufe in juftice doem, 
and noble princis hand. 

Though in the yoek with fre confent, 
the humble hart did fall, 

The heavens {toed fo out of tuen, 
he saet noraraceatial le: 

And clapped up full faft in hold, 
a pry{nars part he playes, 


Whear gryepping griefs and grevous groens 


confuemd his gladfom dayes. 
Whyels he a loef full long remaynd, 
and out of daunger crept, 
The dolfull dame in deepe difpayre 
his abfence foore bewept. 
Yet great regard to promife pafte 
fhee had, as world well wift ; 
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And therefore often wrong her hands, 
when that her knight fhe mitft. 

But now beganne the boyftrous blaftes 
to blow in bloudy breft, 

And now the golfe of fighes and fobbs 
burfte out with great unreft, 

For loe! one houfe helde both thefe wights, 
yet both a fonder were, 

And both in like difpleafure ftoode, 
yea, ech of botham teare 

Of princes wrath and worlds difgrace, 
a heavy tale to tell; 

A plague paft hope of heavens bliffe, 
a torment and a hell, 

That is without redemption fure ; 
but what fhould more be faid : 

Thus under locke and barred doores 
thefe juewels fafely laid, 

They muft abide the happie houre 
that God appoints in fkies, 

And drincke up water fweete or fowre, 
or what {hall hap to ries. 

The prifon than did pleade their cafe ; 
the walles both deaffe and dom, 

Did fhowe by fines of freedome goone, 
what forrowes wear to come. 

The fhreeking owle in filent night 
at window clapt his winges, 

To threaten death, or badde fucceffe 
of fondrie doubtfull thinges. 

No joyfull founde was heard with eare, 


) 


no newes of happie yeares ; 
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No pleafure to the pinched harte, 
in prifon {trong appeares. 

Admit the lute with toutch of hande, 
a heavie domp doth fhoe, 

A coelling comforte muficke brings 
to wretches wrapt in woe. 


No myrth with mourning moen may match, 


for mifchiefe meafure lacks ; 
And care confuems the minde of man, 
as fire melts virgin waxe. 
In filly fell, and fevrall place, 
thefe two eftates did fit, 
Whofe comming out did farre furmount 
the compaffe of their wit. 
As long they fpent their tickle time, 
in teen and terrof creat : 
So oft, God wot, of matters hard 
in head did hammers beat. 
Now hoping that the clouds would calme, 
and ftorms would ftand at ftay ; 
Than looking whan the planets tornde 
their courfe another way. 
But fhaken fhipps in feas do finke 
when furgis ries aloft, 
And under waves (for want of ayde) 
weake veffels welter oft : 
So that no hope of fuccour feemes 
to come when tempefts rage, 
Except the Gods draw backe the plagues, 
and winde and weather f{wage. 
The prefent panges and parlous thoughts 
that pearceth troubled minds, 


Note. 
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Is knowne to none but fuch, I fay, 
that lacke of freedome finds. 
st A prifner beares a fimple port, 
moft glad to pleas and plye, 
Ws fubject to the keepers Decks: 
and jelloufe geillors eye: 
Now trafing out a wearie walke, 
now whifht and quiet ftands ; 
Now downe on knees, now to the cloudes 
loeks up with f{treatched hands: 
Now liftning after happie newes, 
now nipt with forrows old ; 
Now fore abafht and broughte in mues, 
now mirrie, ftout and bold: 
Now riepe and reddie for to fpeake, 
now dumme and dare not {tore ; 
Now fearefull of ech fodaine founde, 
and clap of evrye dore: 
Now bent to beare and fuffer wrong, 
now full repoefd on right ; 
Now faine to fawne on feeble folke, 
now fetting all thinges light. 
Thefe pafhons {til awakes their fpreets, 
that careful captives are, 
Such {mart they tafte, fuch breade they bite, 
that feeds on loves of care. 
Yea, fome are farvd with chaunge of meates, 
yet touch they nere a difhe, 
But fits like Tantalus in hell, 
and wants what mofte they withe. 
Thefe twaine, I troe, were not fo ufde, 
but yet, when beft they fped, 
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On heavy morffells mixt with mone, 
their hongrie-ftomacks fed. 
No daye ftoode free from Fortunes foile, — 
no houre but norrifht fear ; 
No feafon fervde to falve the foers 
of fooking forrow thear. 
No drincke could coole the furie hot 
of thraldoms thirfty throte, 
No pleafaunt verfe nor dittie fraemde 
to dollors dollfull note. 
No booke nor ftorie might revive 
their drowping dead delite, 
For from the thoughtes of thirled hartes 
are pleafures banifht quight. 
To flowth, to fleepe and mirthleffe moods, 
their dompifhe dayes enclinde, 
As from the clue of worldly cares 
fhould threed of life untwiende. 
Difpiefd the night, abhord the day, 
and hated houre of birth, 
Thought fkorne of foode and cleane forfoke 
the pleafures of the earth. 


Would faine have loft both fpeach and breath, 


and loekt when hartes would burft ; 
Beleevde they were in mothers wombe, 
of els in cradell curt. 
Though droufie dreede did death defire, 
and griefe fought quick difpatch, 
There was no parting from the place, 
till daye difchargde the watch. 
Wee cannot paye our borrowde breath 
before thappointed howre ; 
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The ende of ftrife nor ftaye of {tate 
{tandes not in peoples powre. 

The Gods that guides the heavens hie, 
in fecrete doth beholde 

The fine and fleeting feeble courfe 
of earth and maffie molde. 

The hart may heave, the breaft may bloe 
the body fighe and fwelt, 

The face by open fines may fhow, 


of privie pafhons felt, 
But all thefe ftormes have litle force 
to ridde mans wretched dayes, 
As by thefe parties plaine I prove, 
throw torment fondrie wayes. 
Well thofe from whom the Gods reftraine 
the fkope and ufe of will, 
Muft bende the backe, and bowe the joynts 
to beare the burthen ftili : 
And yet no toile, nor griefe fo great, 
but finds at length fome eas ; 
There followes after fwelling flouds 
a quiet calmie feas. 
By meane of fuite and labours long, 
and gracious prince, in deede, 
A {weeter foile thefe prifnars found, 
that better bloud did breede : 
But kept a part as Fortune fhapt, 
and fo in filent fhade, 
(As place and time did licence eraunt) 
a frefh complaint they made, 
Of croked chaunce and ftraung exftremes, 
that fondred faithfull harts, 
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Whofe fugred love was ever mixt 
with baell and bitter fmarts ; 
And never after like to meete, 
nor fet ne eye nor vewe, 
The one apon the other Lord, 
a matter mitch to rewe. 
Long in the broile of this conflict, 
and battell of the minde, 
They pafte their time with bare beliefe 
of better hap behinde ; 
And wearing oute with waylings longe, 
their weary life God wot, 
And finding haven choked up, 
where paffage fhould be got, 
At ancker under watch and warde, 
in toffed barke they laye, 
From whens there was no quiet means, 
nor hope to {cape away. 
The lady now, for lafte farewell, 
betoke her felfe to teares, 
And of difpaire in perfed breft, 
a double porfhon beares. 
Her hollow cheeks and daefled eyes 
declaerde her death was neere, 
And bade her keepers to prepare 
both fhrowding fheete and beere ; 
For nature did denie her life, 
her hart was tainted foe, 


That cankred thought fhould come ful fone, 


and make an ende of woe. 


Her coulour changde her cheerefull lookes, 


and countnaunce wanted fpreet ; 


Note. 
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To fallow afhes turnde the hue 
of beauties bloffoms fweete. 
And dreery dulnes had befpred 
the wearifhe body throw: 
Ech vitall vaine did fat refufe 
to do their dutie now; 
The bloud forfoke the wonted courfe, 
and backward gan retyre, 
And laft the lims as cold and fwarfe, 
as coells that wafts with fyre. 
Note. The moifture taken from the tree, 
the leaves drops downe apace; 
When fap dries up and faills the roote, 
the branches loes their grace. 
Some bowes you fee do flourith fayre, 
and groes a goodly height, 
And fome by froft and cold ayre nipt, 
and fo are blafted ftreight. 
As evry fruite and floure in field 
do yeid to fodaine claps, 
So all that breathes with living foule 
are fubject to mifhaps. 
How thould this dame defire to live, 
that hourely wore away ? 
Who would not fhedde fome teares to fee 
this tender twig decay ? 
What ftony hart could fuffer more, 
and bere with eeven hand, 
The weary weight of worldly woes, 
and whifke of whipping wand ? 
And when fhe faw her houre aproch, 
and death his dutie crave, 


of a Ladie and a Knight. 


And fhe, amid her chiefeft prime, 
muft go to greedy grave, 

She toke of worlde a noble leave ; 
and calling for a frende 

(Who liveth yet, and can report 
how fhe did make her ende.) 


She faide with loude and comely voice, ., 


O world! I thee forfake; 

I have bin here a pilgrime longe, 
and now my leave I take 

Of all thy pompe and pleafures vaine, 
that makes my fences blinde, 

Whofe glorie doth beginne with paine, 
and ends with egriefe of minde. 

In dongon deepe of deinty thoughts 
thou holdeft evrye wight ; 

And feeds their foolifh fancies ftill 
with toyes and trifles light. 

Thy prifnar was I borne to be, 
and Adams children all 

(Like captivs here condemde to die) 
mutt fuffer for his fall: 

But nowe the chains and lothfome lincks 
that lay on fhoulders weake, 

(And all the bands and cloggs of care) 
in fhevers {mall fhall breake ; 

And I from cage fhall mount to fkies, 
more {wift than bird with winge, 

And flicker like a fimple dove, 
where fhining angels finge. 

I bringe a badge and livrye both, 

that my good maifter CHRIST 
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Did leave for fuch as beares his croffe 
through foggs of worldly mieft. 
Yea, fhaking of[f] this finfull foile, 
me thincke in cloudes I fee, 
Amonge the perfite chofen lambs, 
a place preparde for mee. 
Here is no home nor harbring houfe, 
but cabbens built on fande, 
That evrye pirrie puffeth downe, 
or {till on props doth ftand. 
Our fathers {preetes poffes in peace 
the countrie that wee crave: 
We are but f{trangers far from hoem, 
that nothing certayn have. 
Thefe wear her words, and many moe, 
which follows as she fpoek : 
[ dyd (qd she) by bryttell lyfe, 
O Lord! thy wrath provoke ; 
For which I now repent me foer, 
and trufting to receave 
Free pardon for my former fautes, 
ear fowll shall body leave. 
My faynt and feble veffayll frayll 
fo fears thy juftice great, 
That hyt appealls from curs of lawe 
unto thy mercy feat. | 
I am but worms meat, wel I wot, 
all fleash is nought but gras ; 
To earth and ashes out of hand 
muft all my pleafures pas. 
I want the force, thou haft the myght, 
to ftryve with death and hell 


. 
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Thou art the rock, the corner ftoen, 
the fountayne, and the well, 

From whom the fprings of lyfe muft ron, — 
and unto whom again 

The thyrfty foulls and honery harts 
for help do trodg a mayn. 

Who hath byn wathed in thy blood, 
is whiter than the fnoe : 

O! let the ftreams and floed of grace 
with favour on me floe. 

In booke of lyfe let wryt, good Lord, 
my name among the rett ; 

That ordaynd wear, ear world was made, 
to fleepe in Abrams breft. 

Blot out the bleamith of my brow, 
that at the latter day 

May {trike the conshens with difpayre, 
and cloked crimes bewray. 

Gyve boldnes to the bashfull fprite 
that fears from hens to flitte ; 

Make hope and fayth now ferm to fee 
great God in glory fitte. 


as 


With clofed hand than breft she knockt, Note. 


fo gave a fighe and ftayd ; 

And then, conceivd fome inward joy, 
with cherefull face she fayd. 

Do mourne no more, O trembling foulc ! 
that knowes not where to ftaye ; 

Come from the kaytiffe carrayne corps, 
and cabben made of claye, 

And looke upon the Lamb of God, : 

whofe death thy randfome payd, 
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That bleffed babe, the Virgins Sonne, 
that borne was of a mayd. 
Come, filly byrd, out of the den 
where naught but darkneffe is, 
And looke on everlafting light, 
and loving Lord of blis. 
The lufts of flefh and worldly pomp, 
I hope, are quentcht in me: 
Throw faith a lone from fin and bond 
I have efcaped free. 
And with that word, in fine of joye, 
a falme full loud fhe fange: 
The follemp noyes and found therof 
thorowout the chamber range ; 
And ending that, to prayer ftreight 
of her own mind fhe fell. 
The ftanders by, whofe teares burft out 
at this her laft farwell, 
Began to give her comfort than 
of life and welfare both. 
Yea, live I shall, and do right wel, 
qd. fhe, I know for truth, 
But that is in a nother world ; 
the hope of this is gon: 
And reafon is it fhould be fo, 
for here there liveth none, 
But fees the vainnes of our {tate, 
and taftes fuch torments {ftill, 
That fondry tymes they with them felves 
from hence with right goodwill. 
Heare is but toyle, and fweate of browes, 
and endles labour found, 
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And nothing reapt but wretched wrak, 
and broken fleepes unfound. 

Where I fhall go I feace from payne, 
and fo fuch joye poffes, 

As heart fkarce thinks, nor head conceives, 
nor tongue may well expres. 

Than hold your peace; knit up your talke, 
and trouble not the fpreet 

That drawes from hence, and hopes it is 
for better place more meet. 

A lady thoe, thatvertue lykte, 
and there fome credit had, 

Replyed and fayd, O noble dame! 
in deed you are to fad ; 

Thefe panges fhall paffe, thefe fits fhal fade, 
and all thefe pashons dye, 

As they have done, whan you full oft 
induchlikevort did tye. 

O, madam! fpeak no’ moer of that, 
my tyme draws on (qd shee) ; 

I shal not dye, but make exchange, 
of breath and lyfe, TI fee: 

The glas is run, the clock wyll {tryke, 
Death doth aproch a pace ; 

My cours is don, the judge draws neer 
to fyt apon my ecace: 

No longer heere I may abyde, 
the packing day is come ; 

Death byds me now unarm my felfe, 
and heere the mortal drom 

That calls me hence, as naked fuer 

as to the world I cam: 
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The cours of Nature shoes me tofo] 
that earth and duft I am. 

The harrold of long home is fent 
to fummon me in hatt ; 

Than ftay me not, for in that poynt 
boeth tears and words ye watt. 

Yet ear I part, good friends, (qd shee) 
behold what hoep I have, 

And note what fayth and badge of Chrift 
I cary to my graye. 

And marke how I confeffe with mouth 
that Chrift hath shed his blood 

For me, and thofe that earft in ftaet 
of deepe damnation ftood : 

And by his pashon I am fav’d, 
and not by my dezarts ; 

But by the help of him that knowes 
the thoughts of fecret harts. 

Now, ftaying heere, she loekt about, 
and to a knight she fpaek ; 

And him defired with humble words 
that he the paynes would take 

To show the prynce what paft her mouth. 
O! tell him, fyr, quod she, 

This is the fute and laft requeft 
that muft be made by me 

Unto his highnes, whofe eftate 
our bleffed Lord maintaine ; 

And pray him to forgeve me now, 
for I confeffe hit playne, 

! made a fault and Sore offence 

when I, againft his will, 
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Eftrang’d my felf from his good grace, 
for any hope or {kill. 
But from my byrth unto this day 
my hart and thought was cleer 
From breach of fubjectes duetie fure ; 
and J proteft'utiheer, 
I never ment nor purpoefd yet 
in worde, in deede, nor thoght, 
No harm (nor lodgd one yll confayt, 
nor fpark of evell foght) 
To hym as God may witnes bear, 
to that which nowe I {peak, 
Save nowe alas! by overfight 
of feble fancies weak. 
I feell and fynde the pryce therof, 
and fuffer for the faem 
An open check and privy plaeg, 
and pyntching publik blaem. 
I hoep his hyghnes haeth forgoet 
the fault I dyd commit, 
And as he is a noble prince, 
in regall throen to fit, 
And judge his fubje¢cts caufis all, 
fo hoep I of his grace 
He wyll receyve my chyldren poer, 
and help thear heavy cace. 
O God forbyd! for mothers fault, 
the chyldren fhuld a bye: 
No grayn of grodg, nor ground of gyell, 
in gyltles baebs doth lye. 
I do bequeath them nowe, qd. fhe, 
unto the Princis hands, 


Note. 
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In hoep the favour that they fynd 
shall eas the fathers bands. 
My nature shoes a moorning cheer 
to part from them, God knoes ; 
For chyldren fynd fmall comfort heer, 
whan hens the mother goes, 
If God move not the Princes mind, 
to pitie thear eftate. 
Now as this lady dyd at large, 
about her baebs debate, 
Uppon her deer boght jewel than, 
she caft her only thoght, 
Yea, for whofe fake and great good wyll, 
she was in troble broght ; 
And pawfing on this matter throwe, 
a hevy fyghe she gave, 
O! good fir knight, fayd she to me, 
a thyng of you I crave. 
Commend me to my worthy frend, 
and byd hym comfort take, 
And hoep in God and princes grace, 
thogh I do world forfake. 
He may do wel, and fredom get, 
but me ye shall not meet, 
Tyll from the cave of pampred fleashe, 
departs his gronyng fpreet. 
Whyles lyfe I had I honord him, 
and fafly kept my vowe ; 
As lyfe dyd bynd me his in all, 
fo death doth lowfe me nowe 
From hym and all my worldly joyes. 
But thogh my frend I leave, 
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On hye, whear dwels a greater frend, 
(if hoep not me diffeave,) 

I truft to fee his baebs and hym ; 
and thogh much ereef hit is, 

Toileave thempheer im bitter baell, 
yet, nocet, Igoe to. bits. 

Whear is no mind of combros caers, 
nor caufe of forowes known: 

O! tell hym that above I hoep 
theas ftorms shalbe oer blown. 

And as a fkrowll is lapped up, 
yea fo fhall all thyngs heer 

(When fowll shalbe immortall maed) 
unto our vewe a peer. 

No foener of the fowll she fpoek, 
but foddayn chang began, 

In loeks and lyms of deadly shoe, 
with collor paell and wan. 

The eyes did ftaer, the body {ftreatch, 
the ftrength and force dyd fayll ; 


Whetecth they chattrediin theicheeks; 
the hands dyd quaek and quayll ; 
The mouth dyd foem, the head dyd shaek, 


the fleashe hyt quivred fatt ; 


The feet waxt cold, the face dyd {weat, 


full fwyft the polfis patft. 
The hart dyd heave and beat in brett, 
the breath la kwearthydyd tent; 
At eares and noes the ftyeffled goett, 
and vittall lyfe foght vent : 


Thogh gafping breath broght pafhons on, 
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Yet fhowd fhe throw thoes fharp affaultes, 
to frend a great regard ; 

And callyng for a boxe of ryngs, 
among them choes the won, 

In which was fet, by conning aert, 
a ritch and prefhoes fton. 

Hold! carry this, qd the, good fyer, 
to my deer noble knight ; 

He can remember what that ftoen 
prefentes unto his fight. 

The other token that I fend, 
hit is a weyghty rynge ; 

Beft lykt and dereft boght, God wot, 
of any earthly thyng. 

And when ye fhall gyve hym this gyft 
defyer hym well to mynd 

Dhelyt 


ly tell imps, .the pretty foules, 

the baebs I leave behynd : 

And byd hym bryng them up in fear 
of God and prince, I faye 


Loe! that is al I do requier, 


1G 


of hym my dyeing daye. 
I have no gold to fend my baebs, 
but bleffing I them gyve, 
Which God confyrm with grace cood ftoer 
as long as they fhall lyve. 
O! yet thear is another ryng, 
which loe! my love muft fe, 
Whear is my picture: death I mean ; 
and tell my friend from me, 
That I as cold, and fenfles toe, 
fhalbe in littell fpace, 
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As is that fhadoe, dom and deaff, 
and fpreetles fhaep of face. 

This don, fhe tornd her hed a fyed, 
and baed them all faerwell. 

Twear good, quod fhe, in fyen of death, 
I hard the paffyng bell, 

For futch as lyve may pray the whiel 
and knoe, when bell doth towll, 

Into the bowells of the earth, 
the boddy parts from fowll. 

Yet meet they fhall, when trumpet fownds, 
and that the dead aryes, 

And boeth together fhall afcend, 
I hoep, to ftarry fkyes. 

Wyth this began the battayl feers 
betwen her lyef and death : 

Lyek goeft she lay, whyells hard dyd groen, 
and mouth gaept wyed for breath. 

Than fayd she, Lord! in to thy hands 
I do commend my fpreet ; 

And fo her felf cloes’d up her eyes, 
and hyd her head in sheet, 

And went away, lyk enfantt yong, 
clean voyd of {torm or raeg; 

Or lyk a boddy fawlls a fleep, 
that can not fpeak for aeg. 

Thus breathles laye this lady nowe, 
lyk weyghty lomp of claye, 

(That earft had lyef and feelyng force) 
and paft lyk flowre a way. 

But whan the nues of this was broght, 

unto her playffeers eares, 
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With roering voyce and blobbred eyes, 
thear goefhed owt futch teares 
That wytneft well with owtward fyens 
what woe he felt within, 

And truely told when fhe dyd end, 
his dollor dyd begin. 

Bereft of fleep, and robbd of reft, 
he roemed up and down, 

And caft of[f] weeds of worldly pomp, 
and clapt on moornyng gown. 

No eas nor pleafures could poffes, 
nor feell the taeft of meat, 

Refolvd to pyen and ftarve him felf, 
his greefs they wear fo great. 

No councell could him comfort long, 
and {tyll aloen he drue, 

To morn and moen, to howll and crye, 
and make complaynt a nue: 

And worn away with wofull fyghes, 
when forrow helped not, 

At leyngth the lyef muft be fuftaynd, 
with fom releef, ye wot. 

But howe he takes this mifcheef yet, 
and howe the matter goeth, 

Hyt paffeth farre my reatch and wyt 
to judg, I tell you troeth. 

His lady gon, as you have hard, 
when dayes and yeeres wear fpent 

In thraldom long, yet after that 
was better fortuen fent ; 

For into princes grace again 


he cam by bleffyd chance, 
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And fo he lyvs in open world, 
whear vertue may aduance 

Both him and many thoufands moer, 
that noble lyves doo lead, 

And wyefly walk with upright mynds, 
and {tepps of honour tread. 

Loe! heer, you daems of hy renown, 
a ladyes death fet owt ; 

Whofe lyef for fayth full feaw fhall fynd 
that feeks wyed world abowt. 

To God and prince repentant fuer, 
to world a myrrour bright : 

Whearfoer with tong and true report 
refownd her prays a ryght. 
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86 A Rode into Skotland, 

the Roed made by Syr William Druery, Knight, 
wnto Skotland, from the E aft Seas to the Weft 
(with Jundry Gentlemen of good calling) for the 
reformation of fuch caufes as the Queens M ajefite 
and her Councel thoght conventent. In the xitt 
year of the raten of our foveraigne Lady Queene 
Elizabeth. 


THE NAMES OF THE CAPTAINES AND GENTLEMEN IN 
HIS COMPANY. 


Syr Thomas Manners. M. Michell Carye. 
Syr George Cary. Captaine Carye. 

Syr Robert Conftable. Captaine Carvill. 
Syr Jerome Bowes. Captaine Auftell. 

M. William Knowls. Captaine Edington. 
MM Hlenry Cary. M. Edmond Varney. 


M. Robert Knowlls. 


My Lordof My Lord of Suffer, now lord chamberlayne, having finifhed 
ee two famous and notable roeds into Skotlande, which I have 
second book. written of (as chargeable as paynfull, and of no smal credit 
and pollicy) refted a feafon at Barwyck, by reafon of a 
fickneffe taken, by overmuch travell of body and minde, in 
the fervice rehearfed ; and repofing him felf in that towne 
for the benefite of health, thought neceffary (in the prefent 
exploits and fervice expected) to inftitute another General! 
for the execution of fuch matters as heehin felf would 


gladly have taken in hande, if fickneffe had permitted : and 
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becaufe eche gentleman fouldiour and feverall bandes 
fhould duetifully obey (in all points and warlike order) the 
nue Generall chofen for this purpofe, my Lord of Suffer 
made an oration, in fuch forme and manner as throughly 
explayned the whole fubftance of the fervice, the unfuretie 
of the feafon, the difficult dealing of divers adverfaries, and 
uttered the excellencye of an oratour. At .,whoes ello- 
quence the heerars rather ftod aftonyed than unfatysfied in 
any poynt or parffell, wherin he opened the bowells of re- 
bellyon, the pra¢ties of enemies, and fubborning of tray- 
tors; and earneftly perfwaded every honeft mynd to be 
myndfull of his prince and countrey, in the lybertie wherof 
boeth lyfe and lyving is alwayes to be offered: after which 
oracion, as cuftome is (for fervice paft, and things to come) 
he made thefe knights that heere are mentioned, Syr W2/- 
liam Drury, Syr Thomas Manners, Syr George Care, and 
Syr Robert Confiable; and placing the Generall in full au- 
thoritie he committed them to God, and the good conduét 
of their chieftaine: then prefently, with profeffed obedience, 
each man defired to do a dayes fervice, to venter his lyfe, 
to fhed his bloud, or fhew his dutie. Wherupon, and as 
great and weighty caufe moved, my Lord of Suffer com- 
manded them to martch forward ; and fo they did, and made 
that night a greater martch than was looked for, and yet 
no leffe fpeede than was needeful: by which forwardneffe, 
fodain exercifes of armes (and a brute blowen abrode of a 
more fooner departure) the enemies wer difcouraged and 
hindred of their hoep, and our men made matters of the 
fielde, and poffeft in a maner their wish and defired hap: at 
the leaft, taking advauntage of the time, they prevented the 
puthe of a perillous and prefent pollicie, and avoyded the 


Note. 
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danger of a troublous time to come. For the enemie, re- 
garding our readineffe and defire of encounter with them, 
retyred fo faft backwarde, that all their labour was loft 
which they tooke in hande before. And now wer they 
fomwhat abafhed that before ufed overmuch boldneffe ; yet 
in doubtfull ballance ftoode the weight of this jorney, con- 
fidering what followed by the fyennes or falfhod of double 
meaning friends (befide the dangers infident to the hazards 
of Fortune). Our people, being thoght at the firft to be 
great in nomber, wear fuffred to martch wher they pleafed ; 
but the enemy advertifed of our {mal power, not only lyke 
chafed boares began to pluck up the bryffells, but alfo 
bruted abroad we were taken in a pitfold and had neede of 
a treble company to accomplifh the exploit taken in hand. 
And after our power had paffed Edenbrogh towards the 
force of the adverfaries, the fecret pra€tifiens of mifchief in 
the town fet fodainly on our lackkeis; and fuch of the 
traine as could not conveniently follow the camp with 
expedicion, were in daunger to fall in the fury of thofe 
bloodfuckers that delighted in flaughter, who fought by 
futtletie to bring poore weaklings to the mercy of the 
fword. But this boldnes and audacious dealings hindred 
no whit the hope of our Generall, nor brake no peece of 
our purpofed matter; for our campe, though it was but 
little, tooke great regard of their fafetie and honour, and 
knew that the enemies efpials flept no more than their 
fleights ; nor nothing was kept more awaken than their 
common confent for our deftru€tion, which made us fo 
vigilant and careful, that every man was bent to beare of 
the brunt of this bufines to the uttermoft, with the pollecie 
of hed, perrell of body, or hazard of life, and kept them 
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felves fo faft linkked to gether, that it feemed a thing im- 
poffible to break their order or daunt their corage, being 
refolved to trye, by fword and fervice, the worft or beft that 
fortune could doo; and fo marched onward as boldly and 
with as great a fhow as nothing could have bin a let and 
impediment to their purpofed enterprifes. At «the vew 
wherof the enemies were not only amazed, hut likewife 
ftriken in fuch feare they wift not what was beft to be don ; 
and finding their devices difciffred and over taken, (and 
their force and people but weakly guided) they invented 
to caft another compas, and fo to frame by falfhood and 
treafon a readier way for the execucion of their wyeles and 
wicked wils ; as hereafter you fhall perceive whan I come to 
touch the perticulars. Our camp neither fpared paynes, 
nor no exerfies of armes all this feafon, and fo approching 
many places on the fodaine, they made the enemy retyre 
and rayfed the fiege of fundry townes, as G/a/ko and others, 
which were to long to reherfe, yet alwayes as mildly and 
quietly as was poffible in their paffage outward they behaved 
themfelves; defferring the punifhing of falfe brethren and 
deceivable enemies, til the returne of the camp homeward 
agayn, if God fo fhuld fuffer. And being mafters of the 
field and emboldned to martch forwardes by the happy 
fuckceffe of their labours, they made as great fpeede as 
they might to be at Dombrittain, there to finifhe, by fight 
or favorable fortune, the greatteft hazard and toyle of this 
dangerous journey. And now was it come to that utter 
extremitie, that eyther the enemy mutt deeply diffemble and 
worke fome treafonable train, or openly ftand at defence 
and point of the fword. Wherupon they made a fhow and 
figne of great amitie; and cloking pretenfed mallice under 
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a parle and communicacion of peace, they feemd to miflyke 
no matter that was miniftred. As though they agreed to 
have an unitie and reformacion for civell wars and diforder 
crept in the commen wealth, by caveling and quarrellous 
people, and offring, in a maner, all fecuritie and truft for the 
faffe meeting of the lord /lemming and Syr William Drury, 
who fhould thorowly talke and debate of thinges than moft 
neceffary and convenient (to be amended, or at the leaft 
wife {poken off). So our generall condeffended to fee what 
fruit this florifhing frendfhip wold yeld, and geving occa- 
fion of good liking and no fufpicious handling of this bufi- 
nes, Syr William Drury prepared him felf to go a part 
from his power, offring to be armed or unarmed ; alwayes 
providing if any of the enemies had ifhued out of the towne 
(for a trayne and falfe pra¢ties) he had a fufficient band 
ready to refift al mifcheeves that might follow. So, as the 
marfhall manner is of meetings for fuch purpofe, the Lord 
fleming and our generall preafed in place, as al kinde of 
doubtes and dangers ftood voyd and clere of fufpicion, and 
free from all feare. But the lord leming, contrary to our 
hope and againft the law of armes, by cautel and futtle fort, 
had clofly layd abayte to betray fyr William Drury, or 
caufed twain of his foldiars, at the very inftant of meeting, 
to fhoote of their peeces ; and thinking by the death of the 
general, a general diforder would follow to further the sood 
forthune of the faithles flock and difceitfu] dealars. And, 
in deed for truth, our generall was no fooner in daunger 
upon truft, but this treafon was put in proofe and prefent 
practife, for two feveral fhot wear fodainly difcharged ful in 
the face of fyr William Druery, and the enemies miffed but 
a little the only mark they fhot at. Notwithftanding, Syr 
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William Dreury (as one refolved to. revenge injury and 
falfhed) {toed fo ftoutly to his owne bufineffe, that he shot 
of both his dagges, to the difcourage and infamye of this 
unlordly enterpryfe, and with a lowd voice made a vow, that 
this leawd faét should not long efcape unrevengid. The 
Lord Flemming, like a fox to the hoel, withdrew him to his 
hold, and our General came orderly, and without-harm, from 
this hatefull hazard and unacuftomed entertaynement of 
wars. And being retired in fafety, and the matter wel dif- 
eefted, a marvelous mormour and furious talke arofe in our 
campe among the whole multitude, and every honeft heart 
hated this haerbrayne and hafty diforder, harbored and 
hatched in the bowels’of a crokadyll, ~ And furely this 
powder made fuch a fmodder and fmoek, that fundry ftowt 
{tomacks were fturred to anger, and fet on a very flame, by 
tne Weatithero:, and one of the cheefe (and beft credit next 
the General) {tept out and declared, that it was a dishonour 
to fuffer a Generall to fo worthy a band (and in the fervice 
of fo mighty a prince) fo ufed and deryded, and for that 
no fuch filthy fact should fleep in filence, nor paffe unpun- 
ished, he would leave to the pofteritie an example therof 
for ever. Wheron he earneftly defyred the Generalls lycence, 
that he might fend an harrold of armes to the Lord /lem- 
ming, to know the caufe of this unwarlyke demenour; and 
further (qd. he), it becommeth better myne eftate (bicaufe I 
am now under this Generall) than the Generall himfelfe, to 
try out this quarrell by combat and defiaunce of feyght. 
And more noble it was, that a gentilman foldiour should 
ftand in thofe queftions, than a Generall, confidering his 
calling and office. To the which offer and good perfwafion 
the Generall gave this anfwere: I have, my deere frynd Syr 
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Georg Care, great thanks to geve you in this behalfe; al- 
beit, for the greatnes of your minde my thankes is to fmall 
a recompence, but it ftandes me uppon to feartch owt theas 
matters to the uttermoeft, and fo I wold, wear not my com- 
miffion and charge, as ye know, otherwayes to be employed : 
yet, fens your fuet is fo reafonable (and the hoel company 
and law of armes alows hit), I grant you your requeft, and 
thearin doo as beft shall feem to your birth and eftimacion. 
Syr George Cary (defirous of honour, and to fee tretchery 
rebuked) ftraightwayes devifed a letter, to be fent owt of 
hande whyles thinges wear frefhe in memory, and wrote 
futch matter as he mynded to ftand unto what ever fhold 
happen: the effect of whoes letter folows, word by word as 
the writtar him felfe drue it owt, and delivered hyt to the 
harrald in the prefens of a nomber. 


q] Zhe letter of Syr George Cary. 


Lord Fleming, if eyther your byrth or bringing up had 
wrought in you a noble mynd, or ciao Cimecedite: 
hardly would you have fo much forgotten and {tayned your 
honour, as in a parley of late with our Generall you dyd. 
At whom vildly and unhonorably {hoeting, you falced that 
affurance of warre, which foldiers fubmit theatres unto ; 
and trayned him to your treafon under truft, a thing fe 
tofore not accuftomed, nor prefently to be allowed of. He, 
affuredly pretending your owne and your freends good, 
commoditie to your countrey, and quietnes to the ftate, 
twyfe abafed and fubmitted hym felfe, commyng to confer 
with you thereof; but your pryd, joyned with a harmeful 
meanyng to tiie that you profeffe beft unto, and felfe- 
wilful vaine glory, without caufe why, refufed that whiche 
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reafon and honour commaunded you to have done. There- 
fore, becaufe his calling is prefently with his charge better 
then yours, and myne not inferior, I fommon you reafon- 
ably to excufe that fault fuppofed to bee yours, or els to 
mayntayne that trayterous acte with your perfon againft 
myne in fyght, when, where, or how you dare. Otherwyfe 
I wyll baffull your good name, founde wyth the trumpet 
your difhonour, and paint your pictor with the heeles up- 
ward, and beate it in defpite of your felfe. In the meane 
time I attend your anfwere. From Glafco, the xxii of 
May, 15.70. 
Subfcribed, GEORGE CAREY. 


q Zhe copie of the Lord Flemings anfwer. 


George Cary. V have received your brainleffe letter, making 
mention of my falfe and treafonable dealing againft your 
General in f{hoeting under truft, fo vildly againft my honor 
and trueth, trayteroufly trayned him under my truft ; which 
is altogether falfe and untrew. And, howbeit, your Generall 
came by the howfe of Dunglas, by my appointment, which 
I fuffered, and I appointed one place of meeting, fixe men 
of eyther partie; which he refufed, and he departed, and 
certen of his companie came bragging up the river fyde 
towardes the howfe, vewing the fame, and the ground there- 
abouts, fhoeting your hargabous againft the fame, I coulde 
doo no les but prefent you with fuch as I had, Whereas 
you write of your Generals calling to be prefently better 
then myne, and yours not inferiour, when your General 
challengeth me therof, I fhall geve anfwer: and as for you, 
I will not be inferiour to a better then you, or any foldiour 
under your Generals charge. Whereas you fommion me, 
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as you call it, reafonably to excufe that fault fuppofed to 
be myne owne, or els to mayntayne that trayterous acte 
with my perfon again{ft yours, you fhall wit, I have, gentle- 
men of honor, fervant foldier to me as ye are to your 
Generall, which may be your fellowes, fhall defend the fame 
again{ft you and your falce and untrew invented writing ; 
and were not the charge I prefent, or how fone I can be 
releved of the fame, I fhuld lowly my perfon to mete you 
fix Englifh myles fro any other perfon. How be it, ye be 
but one foldier, affure your felf from this day forth, I wil 
not receive no fuch vain invented meffage, for I have littell 
to do with Englifh men: ye may rayle upon my honorable 
name as ye pleafe. You fhall have as honorable gentilmen 
as your felfe againft you feighting. Take this for aunfwere. 
JOHN L. FLEMING. 


Lord Fleming. Often the Flemings after noon anfwers 
fmelleth more of wine then wit. But as to that common 
cryme, the cuftom of their country yeldeth them part of 
pardon, fo your common acquaintance with the fame con- 
dition known to be very great, fhal to me fomwhat ex{cufe 
your witles writing, wherin firft you difalow my right recital 
of your trayterous dealing, by terming it falfe and untrew. 
For anfwer know this: the truth my pen hath written, by 
the witnes of a number; and my hand, I vow, fhall main- 
taine the fame before the world at all times: but you, in 
denying it, have both falfeli and unjuftli lied in your throt, 
and dare neither defend nor difprove that in dedes, which 
in words you have don. Wheras you writ that our General 
paffed Dunglas, by your appointment, which you fuffered, 
therin you do manifeftli fay, unhonorabli, and untruly, for 
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that you had no knowledge of our firft coming, but faluted 
us with your fhot, and we likewife fcirmefhed with your 
men, even at their own ftrength, until we vewed the ground 
about at our pleafure. And, touching the appointment of 
fix of eyther part, eafly that may be known to be a plaine 
lye, feing we had neyther parle nor conference with you 
before, to appoint place or meeting. But wheras you fay 
you could do no leffe but prefent us with fuch as you had, 
therin you confeffe and acknowledge the difhonor and 
treafon that I charged you withal, taking upon your felf 
that fault which I fuppofed to have ben of your fervants ; 
for our Generall retired his company far from him. And 
his trumpet being with you, approched him felf alone to 
have parled, when, under truft, you difcharged two hargu- 
buffes againft him, an acte rather feemely for a cowardly 
traytour, then one that profeffeth to be a fouldier. Finally, 
whereas you let me wit that you have gentlemen of honor, 
fervant fouldiers to you, that may be my felowes, which 
fhould defende the chalenge that toucheth fo nere your 
felfe, as with honor you fhould not have refufed it. Firft, I 
thinke fkorne to be any wayes inferior to you, though but 
a fouldier, to[o] honorable a name for your beyng better in 
birth, and “unftaynéd with’ reproche, as you have ben. 
Secondly, I have more and as good gentlemen under my 
conduéte, as you have under your charge, whiche {hall 
aunfwere as many as you can bryng, yf with number ye 
meane to combat, and wyll put them to that which you 
dare not do your felfe. But affure you, my quarrel fhal re- 
mayne everlafting, except the proofe of your owne perfon 
agaynft myne may ende it; and, when you shall dare come 
out of your crowfe neft, I wyl be redy to ryde an hundredth 
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Skottish miles, to meete with you in any indifferent place: 
and untyl that tyme I shal account you devoyde of honeftie, 
and honor, unworthy to marche upon grounde, or to keepe 
companie with men. From Hamelton, the 29 of May, 1570. 
Subfcribed, GEORGE CAREY. 


Thogh many wayes were wroght, by meffage and threat- 
nings, to move the Lord Flemming to defend with battayl 
the faute and folly committed, yet he put on fuch a vizard 
of rebuke and fhameles countenance, that he faced out the 
matter, and shifted of the combat by fuch filly fleights and 
futteltie, that all the awdience might wonder at the weak- 
nes of his corage ; and the enemies, clapping them felves in 
favegard, gave an occafion to our men to loes no further 
tyme about remediles matters. For ther could nothing 
gro on this bufines at that feafon but cold and baer fkyr- 
mishes, neyther honorable nor worthy the tarrieng for, as 
by tryall fell out afterwardes. Theas things ended, and 
order taken for our retorn from Dondbrittaine, the camp 
martched homewards ; and comming to Gla/ko, wher our 
power repofed them felves a whiel, and either than or foen 
after they befieged Hammulton Caftell and tooke hit: 
whearin there was the bishop of Saynt Azdyvos fon, Lord 
Davi, fon to to the Duke of Shattilleroy, and fundry gentil- 
men of Scotland; and this caftell fubdued, and blown up, 
was a terrour to the reft, that as yet our camp had not 
vifeted: and, for the more fien of vi€tory, the generall 
broght from this caftell a dozen good bras peeces which 
now remain in England. Eatch thing randered, and put 
under the commandement and plefure of our generall at 
fammulton, from thens the camp marched to many placis 
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of importance, and overthrue houfis and pallacis that be- 
longed to any notorios enemie, or falfefyer of promes and 
fidelitie. Among the reft was the Dueks houfe bornt, a 
{taetly and delicaet palace, and three or foure myles about 
the faem was ranfackt and fpoyled with flaem and fier. A 
pyell called Wetherrey, the Lord Seadétons houfe, was by the 
enimies fortifyed; and yet the lady of the caftell was glad 
to make humble peticion on her knees for the Generals favor, 
and, after her fuet and fubmiffion, fhe kiffed the keyes of 
the aforefayd feat, and delivred them from her: by which 
humility fhe found favor at the Generals hand, condicionally 
that a baron fhuld be bound with her, that this caftel fhuld 
ever heerafter be at the devotion of the Queenes Maieftie, 
our meftres, and fo the band was maed and order taken. 
Another place, called Commernawd, the Lord Flemmungs 
cheef houfe, was yelded upon great fuet maed to the Generall, 
who took the lyk bande and order thearfore as was taken 
of Netherrey. The Lady Liddington, great with child, mif- 
trufting her felf (or her husbands double dealings towards 
our countrey), in great fear began to flee; but Syr William 
Drury, heering therof, fent her word he came not to make 
warres with women, but rather to fho pitie to the weake 
and comfortles; and thereupon fhe ftayd and had no 
further harm. I have kept this in ftoer, as a thing to be 
throwly confithered, wich is the comming to L2/choe, and 
the ufaeg therof don only for a f{peciall poynt of feveritie, 
and to terrefie the ftobborn ftomacks and inconftantnes of 
proud people. The Generall, havyng entred the towne, 
called for the Provoft, and commanded him to prepare with 
all expedicion to receive a juft plaege and correction, thorowe 
the whole towne, for treafon, and unpardonable offencis 
O 
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committed. And deeclaring that the inhabitantes thereof 
had fuckored and fupported traytors to our contrey, contrary 
to the leags and quietnes of the realms of England and 
Skotland, and for that cawfe he was fully refolved to over- 
throe that town and receptakul of traytors, and fo com- 
maunded eatch captayn and foldiour, what fo ever they 
were, under his charge to fe due execution on that which 
he purpofed; and takyng good regarde that the goods thereof 
fhold not be poffeft by Englifhe fouldiours, nor loft or caft 
away by vehemencie of fyer, he wylled the Provoft to ap- 
poynt a place convenient to bring the fayd goods unto, 
whiche might be employed to the Skottes mens ufe and 
commoditie. And the Generall grauntid, uppon his owne 
corttezy, evry noble mans lodging and captayns howfe to be 
free from bornyng. The enemies all this feafon beholding 
a far of the fuckfes of theas matters; thus, as the day and 
owre approtched for this determined execution, caem the 
Earl Mortzon, as interceffor, to entreat and fue for pardon, 
yf favour might be porchafed : and the Earll (7ortton broght 
before the Generall a multitude of wayling people, whoes 
mourning and pittious cryes was perffing and importunaet. 
The Generall, heering thear requeftes, anfwered, For many 
cawfes the town oght-to be deftroyed, confythering howe 
divers enemies (whoes prowd practifes wear not to be fuffred) 
had allwayes thear a common refort and conference; and 
further, quod he, the corttezy that is fhewed to fuch placis 
of repaire hath emboldned the reft of Sotlande to ufe oepen 
violence, and fecret villanies, to the prejudice of Gods glory, 
hinderance of the weall publik, and breach of good lawes 
and pollecies. Wherfore, fayd he, to the warnyng of thow- 
fands, and example of many, hit was fytt and moeft meet 
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(in that cace of exftremitie) to race out futch monumentes 
of mifchiefes, and harbor of wicked confpiracies, and efpe- 
cially that towne, havyng crakked credit in a bloddy action 
before, deferved now doble affliction. Well, yet notwith- 
{tanding, for all theas earneft and threatnyng wordes of Syr 
William Drury, the people of all fortes fo preafed about 
hym, and maed futche pytefull cryes and noyes (with chil- 
dren lyeng on the ground fukking of theyr mothers breaftes,) 
that he was inwardly moved to rue on thear wretched eftaet; 
and albeit in fundry fervefis before, divers Skots men had 
naghtelly difcharged fertayne {hott at him (paradventure by 
the practies of fom thear in prefence), yet was he content, 
uppon futch condicions as he thoght good, to receive the 
towne of Lztico to mercie. And ordayned, by fuer bande 
and promes, that the Provoeft and cheefeft of goverment 
thear fhuld followe the camp, and att all tymes apeer when 
they wear called for at Barwyk, and thear to fubmit them 
felves, their towne, and goodes to the clemencie of the 
Queenes Highnes, or futch order as my Lord of Suffer, by 
her confent, thoght neceffary: to which bands and condicions 
they of Lithco agreed, and for that thear regent was flayn, 
and noen than inftituted (to whom they had geven fayth of 
alleagance) they confeffed that noen might commaund them 
any way without licence of him that bound them in this 
fervitude, to whom boeth thear promes and obligation was 
paffed ; and at this day, as by their apparancies haeth ben 
proved, they are not difcharged of this homage and duety. 
To knit up theas matters (and revenge fom injuries the 
Duke Chattilleroy had offred) a howfe, of the Dukes in 
Lytcho, was blowen in the ayre with powlder. Lzthco broght 
in obedience, as you have hard, unto fome other parts of 
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importance they martched, and cafting the worft of mif- 
cheefes that might fortune (confythering their {mall number, 
and the great practifes were gon about to fupplant their 
doynges) they thoght not good to enter Edenbroeghe with- 
out ftanding fo fure on their garde that they needed not to 
doubt any double or crooked meafure: which fure handlyng 
of the matter dyd not onely fhew the devifers thereof to 
have good conduyt and experience, but in deede alfo ef- 
chewed an inconvenience, as yll as a mifcheef. For the 
enemies had fynely, by frawd and conning, wroght futch a 
feat (thorowe the device of a fray to be maed in the fuburbes) 
that a great murther had burft out fodaynly, and no fmall 
blod{fhed had ben fet a brotch by the faem, yf. God and 
good gyding of the people had not avoyded thefe harms, and 
eminent danger. And, to be playne, fom inward mofhon 
moved the Generall fo fufpicioufly, that he fent to the gaets 
at their firft arrivall, and there prevented the porpofed con- 
fpiracie, and no foenner entryng the towne, but our whole 
power kept them felves in order to cleer the ftreetes, and 
commaund the inhabitantes the better: fo confuming the 
nyght, they ftood on their garde as the cace required. And 
when the morning was come, Syr William Drury, ({mellyng 
out a pad in the ftraw, and a fowl flaem covertly hidden,) 
demaunded juftice and ftrayt ponifhment for futch thyngs 
as he would truely lay to the chargis of fome of the townes 
men ; and told them, yf remedy were not foen provided, and 
fatisfaction maed for the follies and owtraeg committed, he 
would be quickly revenged, to the difpleafure and fhaem of 
all the mainteyners of this mad and mifcheevous prefumfion: 
after which words, and whan things wear wayed to the weyght 
of the cawfe, the towne delivered the Generall fertayne 
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malefactours to be executed and ordred by his difcrecion : 
he, feing their fubmiffion, mercyfully and frankly fent them 
away to their captaynes ; and fo thefe broylls were pacifyed; 
and broght to a better fraem and uniformitie. Now heer is 
fomwhat to be fpoken of in the happy fuckfes of this littell 
bande, if therein the difdainfull mifconftrued not my mean- 
yng, and wrefting troeth to flattery (by confayt of envious 
elorious myndes) myght mormur at the vertue and valor of 
thoes who this matter toucheth. Wherfore I commit the 
judgement of thys journey to futch as haeth ben, or would be, 
in the lyke hazarde and fervice; yet mynde | not to leave 
owt any poynt, or peece, that may redownd to thefe foul- 
diours renowme and eftimacion, becawfe I would have their 
prayefes equally diftributed among the favourers of vertue 
and defervers of good fortuen. I havea littel feen, and fome- 
what red, but feldome hard and known a companie fo united 
and knit together, fo obedient to diffipline of warre, and fo 
peafable in all refpectes and porpofes: yea, fuerly hit is to 
bee proved that fome of good byrth and calling refufed no 
fervifable labour and toyll, yf the Generall but onely maed 
a baer fyen or fhowe of hys determinaet mind; and throw 
owt the camp, with a mutual love and inclinacion, they 
feemd to bear a general burthen, as everye member thear 
had ben a naturall framed inftrument to the ufe of one 
body. And to fofter and norifhe this crue of men in the 
marfhall arte and rules of warre, was thear prefcribed good 
and quiet orders, and a proclamacion made that no man 
fhould take any thing by violence, nor without pleafyng the 
people for the fame: and further, if any found himfelf 
greeved, he was commaunded to repayre for redres to the 
General, and his officers; whofe care and ftuddy was 
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always redy to minifter juftice, as thear whole doinges de- 
clared, and namely at Lythcoe and Gla/ko, whear two Eng- 
lifh fouldiours were feveraly ponyfhed. The one in deed, by 
interceffion of the lordes and gentilmen, was faved from 
hanging, and the other was whypped, as the merites of the 
man dyd require. 

Nowe, having fheawed you the manner and order of 
this campe, and touched lightly in breefe the fubftance 
of fuch matter as I think woorthy the penning, I wil 
fhew you of their martching homwards. When they had 
refted a whyle in Ldenborogh, they went towardes Seat- 
ton, the Lorde Seattons cheefe houfe, where the lady of 
that foyle in lyke forte (as before is mencioned) prefented 
the keyes of that place to the Generall; who made not 
onely a redelyverie thereof, but alfo gave the lady the 
howfe, and all that belonged thereunto, to her great con- 
tentation and his no little good report. A jorney after this 
was taken in hande to Anderweeke, with intent to over- 
throwe the fame alfo; yet on the fuet and bondes of divers 
gentilnien, the place was fpared from fpoyle and ponifh- 
ment, and the offenders receyved to remiffion. And than 
as occafions fought to fynifhe their travayle, they drue 
neere the borders of Englande, fpending about thefe things 
but xxiiii dayes at the uttermoft, a jorney to be noted, and 
worthy to be regiftred in perpetuall memorie. Here may 
you beholde what a wyllynge and valiant companie may 
do in little tyme, and what overthrowes and plagues are 
fent by Gods provifion, to fuch as breaketh the boundes of 
bleffed orders, and forgettes the duetie to common wealthes 
and chriftianitie. Thus in fimple proes I have drawen out 
this fervice, not mynding therewith to elevate, or poeffe up 
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with overweenyng, the myndes of any one perfon that this 
geveth commendation unto, nor meaning to difgrace no 
enimie, for that feafon agayn{t whom this jorney was made. 
But this is written only to fet foorth, truely and playnely, 
the actes and affayres of our tyme, that fuch as lift to 
argue and reafon thereof fhall be the better in- 
{tructed of every doubt or certaintie be- 
longing to fuch a difputation. 
So fare you well. 


FINTS. 


emo ONE URE EIS ThaGElhl£, 


Who lived in the xi. yeer of King Richard the 
fecond. Loke Frozard, the laft 
PAL LO 10s. 


AM I of blud, or yet of byrth, fo bafe, 

O Baldwin ! now that thou forgetft my name? 
Or doth thy pen want cunning for that cafe, 

Or is thy fkill or fenfis fawllen lame ? 

Or doft thou feare to blafe abrode my fame ? 

O! fhow fume caufe wherfore I fit in fhade, 

And why is thus my Tragedy unmade, 

Who thinkes great fkorne in filence ftill to fleepe, 
And one whofe fall a world may waile and weepe. 


Did Bocace live, or Lidgate wright again, 
Sume hope were left my lantern fhuld have light : 
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If any one, that had a poettes vayne, 

Knew halfe my life, or had my cace in fight, 
In collors fyne I fhould be painted ryght. 

But gaping grave, and gnawing wormes below, 
Snapt Bocace up, and Lidgate long ago ; 

And poettes fleepe within Parnaffus mount, 
Wher lo! of me they make but {mall accounte. 


O, Lawldwin/ yet, what blot was in my brow, 
That made the[e] blufh, or feare to writ my fall ? 
With what offence can world cum charge me now, 
That I may not for Baldwins favour call ? 

Yea, durft I claime the helpe of poettes all, 

I dought their fkill could fkarcely fhow, in deede, 
In this behalfe the cunning that doth nede. 

Well, Baldwin, well, if hedeles men might chide, 

I know what check and blame fhuld Baldwin bide. 


How couldft thou reade in ftoryes any while, 

And fo fkip oer my life, and deftney ftraunge? 
Thou knowft how hap one me full long did fmile, 
And that my ftate ftood free from dout of chaunge: 
I fpronge not forth, of fuch a fimple graunge, 

That I fhould dwell in duft from mynde of men, 
Whilft others are fet out by arte of pen. 

Thou doft me wrong: wherfore the wound to heele 
(That floth hath made,) to Churchyard I appeele. 


Let him be judge of all my doinges throw, 
Let him unfould my fortune, fweete or fower ; 
Yea, unto him I tell my forowes now, 


Lragede. 


Whofe refteles hande is writing every hower, 
And fo I leave the[e,] Baldwin, in thy bower | 
Of lawrell leaves, where thou maift fit and fee, 
At open vew, what Churchyard writes of mee. 
But erre he takes in hand this worke of myne, 
I tell my tale with weping blubbring eyen. 


Geve eare, good frind, and here what I fhall fay, Noet. 
And for the while fet all affaires afide ; 

But fuer, I feare, to[o] fhort I finde the day 

To fhow my grefe, that hardely can I hide, 

Yet throw I go, and hope with happy tide ; 

Though haples wind hath blowen my barke about, 

And daungers deepe did drive my dayes in dout, 

Since calme is cum, and quiet eafe I have, 

Heare his complaint that late crept out of grave. 


How fhould I fpeake, that houlds my head in hand, 


(Which, fenceles fkalpe, both life and fpeach hath loft) ? Them 


Yet out of breft, though hedles here I ftand, men {peak not, 
th tl] f : ; ; there is a 
I may blafe forth the greves of groning gofte: BS cle 


As from the feas, that is with torments tofte, griefes by 
< degrees. 

Coms roring noyes, when calmes ful quiet are, 

So breath I out from breft my broyling care. 

Though head be of, a fmoking fume procedes 

From quaking neck, and gufhing vaines that bledes. 


Heare him, I fay, whofe bowels fpeakes alone, 
And wants in dede both ufe of tunge and wit ; 
Heare him that muft by arte cum make his mone, 
And lackes therefore the members meete and fit ; 
p 
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Heare him that grones, and howles, from hollow pit ; 
Here him whofe voice doth give a hollow fownd ; 
Heare him that long lay rotten in the ground ; 

Here him whofe plainte may pearfe the lofty fkyes, 
And for thy ayde, and English verfis cryes. 


As naked, fuer, as he was lapte in shete, 

With deadly lookes and egrifely f{taring hare ; 

Not like a man, but like a monftrus fprete, 

Sent from the pit, to whifper in thyne eare, 

And make the mufe of world an other where: 
For here, as tyme doth foftly fteale away, 

So life and lande and all thinges doth decay : 

No birth, nor blud, nor ftocks of frends prevayles, 
When fturdy ftorms {trikes down our ftately fails. 


The fhip muft fway afide, or finck in feas, 

That fhaken is with fhocking furges ftill : 

The greneft gras that grows in goodlieft leas 

To partching heat muft yeld by reafons {kil : 
What {tone can ftay, that rowlith down the hil ; 
What fote can ftand that fortune dayly trips ; 
What living wight can fkape her fkorging whips? 
No foner out of thell, or mothers lap, 

But fubject ftraight to forow and mifhap. 


The life that fume moft fweetly do embrace, 
To trobled teares doth turn ; or we be ware 
We are in love with fond Narciffus face, 

And dround our felves in that wheron we ftare, 
And fede the fleth fo long with daintie fare, 


Tragede. 


That belly fwelles, or ftomack belchith up 
The liquor fweet, that came from fpiced cup. 
One daies difgrace doth brede an endles fore, 
And payfe us home for all thinges paft before. 


Yet climing up the tree of tickell truft, 

We ftreache the arme as far as reach may go: 
Difguifd with pompe, and pampred up with luft, 
We gafe aloft, and never lokes belo, 

Till hatchet cumes, and gives the fawling blo ; 
Then crack it cryes, and all in fhivers flyes 

That many a day was mounting to the fkyes. 

One ftroke throws downe a thoufand bowes withall, 
And fuch as clyme are crutht by fodayne fall. 


Was I not one that in toppe galland ftode, 

And bare great {way with him that ruld the rofte ? 
Was not my houfe fprong out of gentel blud, 

And was not I long time in favor moft ? 

Yes, fure I was, and therof make I bofte. 

At fkole broght up with Prince of pereles race, 

A playfeere long with him in every place: 

My childhode wan fuch loue and liking great, 
That in mine age I fat in Senate feate. 


Was not my fier about a king eftemde, 

And highly plaft (wherbi he purchaft praife) 
And nere the king in favour, as it femde ? 
Yea, mutch made of, full long before my daies 
Was not I fent embafter fundry wayes ; 

And did not I my dewtie every hower, 
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With paine and purce, as far as {tretcht my power? 
The world wel knows what fervice I have done, 
And by the fame what honor I have wonne. 


My manhode made mine enemyes fly like fhepe, 
(Before the wolfe that watcheth for his pray,) 

My wifdom did in peace the commons kepe, 
When Yoru of Gaunt they wold have made away. 
My prefence oft could quiet many a fray: 

My councel coeld the rage of retchles heades, 

My ftoutnes farvd the ftate in fundry fteades ; 

My noble mynd could never take no reft, 

For publike wealth I had fuch burning breft. 


In Pozteou long againf{t the french I was, 

Where frontier warre I hild, and did full well ; 
And as I did throw many a perell paffe, 

At comming home in enemyes hands I fell: 

And when, in dede, my prince therof hard tell, 

He fory was, and fpake of me much good ; 

But as thefe thinges in weight and ballaunce ftood, 
Our fouldiers toke a Duches of great fame, 

Who, at that tyme, of urdon bare the name. 


The fouldiors fwore, that fhe fhuld neare be free, 
(Nor fee her fune, nor fynde a fparke of grace, 
Nor loke for hope,) till fhe had raundfomd mee, 
And fet me fafe in good and quiet cace, 

Lo! what regard they had, in every place 

Of me thofe dayes, lo! how I was on height, 
Lo! how I was employd in thinges of weight : 


Tragedte. 


At home embraft, abrode wel likt with all, 
Yea, lou’d and feard among both great and fmall. 


When forraene frinds did fend for fuccor here, 
King Richard baed me aunfwer make therin: 

In prefence then there ftode a greater peere, 

But I was he that did the favor win 

To fpeake, and thus me creadit did begin, 

And ftill increace as one whofe lampe, in deede, 
Cowld want no oyle the blafe and flame to feede ; 
My candell blafde fo cleere as {tar by night, 

And where I came the torche gave littel light. 


And when the king, for caufes good and great, 
Devifd to match with one beyond the feas, 
Twas I was thoght moft fit to worke that feat ; 
And in this cafe the king I did fo pleafe, 

Of marriage ther the knot was knit with eafe : 
And fo from thence a duke was fent with me, 
For this behalf the ftate of thinges to fee. 

Thus ftil I was emploid in great affaires, 

As hap her felf had hald me up her ftaires. 


An office here I had of great renowne, 

A place nere prince, and {til in court to be; 
That might commaund the people up and down, 
And thruft them out, or cal them in to me: 

Bad I them run, on flocks then wold they fle ; 
Bad I them ftand, in dede they durft not fit : 
Diwayd them all, as-horte is rald) by bit. 

I bare in hand the ftafe that kept the fturr, 

And knokt their pates that preft to neer the dur. 
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Lord Warden, loe! of the Sinck Ports I was; 
And captaine both of Dover Caftel tho ; 

Throw lordly roumes and places I did paffe, 

As eafely, fure, as man can wifh to go. 

I knew no ebbe, my tide did dayly flo ; 

I kept the trayne, I had the lively trope, 

I held up head, I never thought to drope: 

I went no where but I was wayted on, 

And fhone in pompe like perle or precious ftone. 


Amonge the chiefe, yea chiefeft, was I helde, 

My prince preferde me fo for vertues fake; 

And what he fawe I able was to welde 

I had, for which I feldome fute did make. 

I {toode beneath, whilft he did appulls fhake 

Into my lap, when left I lokt therefore: 

As fomewhat came, fo daily followed more 

By heapes, as though great mounts of maffie gould 
In my moft neede fhould aunfweare what I would. 


The flodds of wealth that doth refrefh the minde 
With gladfome thoughts of threefold fweete delight, 
Came gufshing in againft both tide and winde, 

On which faire baites eche fifhe defires to bite. 

A carelefs eye, I caft of worlds difpight, 

That fpurnes at fuch that fortune liftes alofte. 

A wicked worme, that waites on wortfhip ofte, 

A fwarme of wafps, that ufeth nought but ftinge 
On thofe that ries and rules about a kinge. 


O hateful flyes! ye hatcht of wretched brode, 
On evrye difhe in hafte ye blow and humme ; 


Tragede. 


O cankred men! of vile and noughtie mode, 

You do infeckt all places where you cumme; _ 

You make fmall fhoe, yet founde as fhrill as drumme 
In peoples eares ; and {till your poifon reftes 

On noble mindes, and tender harmeles breftes : 

Ye mallice much the hie and mightie fort, 

To kill good name by bruite of falfe report. 


If poore men rife in favour any way, 

The ritche repines to fee how they are plaett ; 

As hounds do barke that houlds the bucke at bay, 

The people prate, and fpende much fpeache in waett. 
Looke, faith the lewde, on newe ftart up in haeft : 
Looke who rules now; loke what this man hath founde ; 
Looke how in lappe doth Fortunes ball rebounde. 

They looke not how to clime for vertues fake, 

But how of world they may a wonder make. 


So loftie minds, with lothfome lowring lookes, 
Saluts the good that growes in princes grace, 
And watcheth clofe, in corners and in nookes, 
How they by wiles the worthy may deface. 

No marveile, fure ; it is a common cafe, 

To heare them fnarre, whofe natures are not like. 
What greiund can reft by currifh countrie tike ? 
What hawke can fit in peace for carraine crow ?. 
What tongue can fcape the fkolding of a fhrow ? 


The dolt difdaines the deepe wife man, ye wot, 
The blunt abhors the quicke fharpe witte, in deede ; 
The coward hates the hande that conqueft got ; 


The world 
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The jade will wince to ftande by ftoring fteede ; 
The glotten gronts to fee the hongrie feede. 

Thus thinges from kinde fo farre can neare agree, 
No more then can the catte and dogge, you fee: 
As choife is greate of wealth and worldly goods, 
Men differ much in maners and in moods. 


One jewell ftaines an other very farre, 

And ftrife there is in mettalls groffe and fine ; 

And fondrye luckes belongs to every ftarre ; 

And planets, to[o], they faye that can devine 

One race and bloud do feldome draw one line. 

A graine of grudge is fowne fo deepely heare, 

That nothing fcarce can fcape from mallice cleare : 
Thus mallice makes a murmure where it goes, 
And ftrikes out right, yet gives but fecret blowes. 


The greedie gnat, and privie eating mothe, 

A monfter {mall that fkarce is felt or feene, 

Lies lurking ftill in plaits of fineft clothe ; 

And little wormes, whilft nutts are frefhe and greene, 
Crepes in and eates the kirnell, as I weene. 

So unto them compare thefe pevishe pates, 

That, on fmall caufe, do envie great eftates ; 

Yea, envie oft is coutcht and clokt as cleane 

In mightie folke, as found amonge the meane. 


The flafshing flames that from great fornayes flyes, 
Caftes forth fuch heate as fewe men can abide, 
The rage wherof doth dimme the daintie eyes, 
And breedes great griefe before the harme be fpide. 


Tragedie. 


Much mifchiefe coms by pranks of powting pride, 
Which puffes and blowes as it would mountaines move, 
And growes at firft on nought but lacke of love, 
Whofe fpitefull fparks doth fpare no {peach nor time, 
(Nor practize leude) to plucke them downe that clime. 


This envie is a mightie monfter greate, Envie is a 
That fwims like whale amonge the litle frie, Ste ee 
Whofe gaping mouth would foone confume and eate 

The gogions fmall that in fmall corners lye ; 

His thirftie throte would drincke all places drye, 

And fucks up all, and fo of all leaves nought 

Which fhould ferve all, if all did bere one thought. 

O hunegrie flye! that would be all in all, 

And maggots brings, when men for feeding call. 


As greateft flouds moft gravell do retaine, With droffe 
And ftrongeft tides runnes oer the weakeft walles, Bee Fike 
So hieft ftates do nourrifhe moft difdaine, be choked up. 


And at rebounde ftriks out the tennis balles ; 

Yea, they who thinckes them furtheft of from falles 
Are watching ftill, in court, in field or towne, 

Like ftombling ftockes, to trip their fellowes downe ; 
And none do ftrive and ftruggle for the gooles, 

But fuch as have their harts moft full of hooles. 


Yea, heapes of them are harbred here and theare 


: ‘ Diffemblers, 
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They worke the waxe with fire both day and night, 
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They fpin the webbe that takes the folifhe flie, 
They baite the hoke that bleres the fimple eye ; 
They fhove them out that fhould be called in, 
They make the match that doth the wager win. 


And they breede ftrife where all in quiet ftode, 

They packe the cards and playe moft filthy pranckes, 
They fharpe the fworde that fhedes the giltles bloud, 
They leeft deferve and alwayes gets moft thankes ; 
They feede the ftreame that breakes the mightie bankes, 
They are the fheares that marrs the garment quite, 
They have the tongues that {pares no fpeach nor fpite, 
They are the babes ftill dandled on the knee, 

And thofe are they that rottes the foundeft tree. 


If fawners fled the houfe of mightie men, 

And mightie folke folke would frowne on fawning currs, 
Deceit fhould fhonne the noble houfes then, 

And velvet weedes should shake of cleving burrs ; 

But {toring ftedes are prickt that needs no fpurrs : 

Thus palfrey flings and flounceth out of frame, 

That els of kinde were curteous, meeke and tame. 

A jomblinge jobb doth ftrike the bowle awrye, 

Which of himfelfe would clofe on bias lye. 


For noble bloud muft needs have noble minde, 

And flie the gate of fawcon gentle, milde ; 

And fure it is againft their noble kinde 

To play the kite and cruell coiftrel wilde ; 

Til tatlers come, with tongues full finely filde, 

And chaunge their modes and marre their maners cleane, 
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They fkarce do know what cankred hate doth meane, 


But when from beft to worft the good are wrought 


By bufy braines, all fortes of fleightes are fought. 


Then burnes the brefte as hot as Hathna hill, 
And rage beres rule where reafon dwelt before ; 
The haftie heade is fwift to flay and kill, 

The hautie hart hurds up much hate in ftore ; 
The altred minde doth make the mifchiefe more, 
The kindled coles doth crepe in ftraw fo farre 
That quarrels rife, and peace is turnde to warre: 
One haleth backe, an other drawes afide, 

And weakeft bones muft needes the brunt abide. 


As I afpierd by vertue and defarte, 

And was by prince cald unto credite ftill, 

So fome by fleight did feeke to fucke my harte, 
And of my bloud did thrift to drincke their fill: 
They fought to ftoppe the water from the mill, 
And turne the wheele and all the joynts awrye. 
Lo! heare how clofe the fwelling ferpents lye, 
Loe! how they cafte their venom as they maye, 


And marke what hate they gaine that beareth fway. 


For that I grew full great with Rodert Vear, 

A noble man full wife and mightie both, 

And had the guide of good Prince Edwards hear, 
To fhow therein my dutie, faith and trothe, 
Great mallice rofe; as grudginge daily grothe 
Twene many men that cannot rule their rage. 

A mightie duke there was, well ftept in age, 
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That fought to reape the corne that I had fowne, 
And could not reft till I was quite oerthrowne. 


My roulmes and rule, and things that I had goet, 
My gaine, my wealth, and glory as it grue, 

Was in his eye fo bigge a mightie moet, 

That loe! this duke my plague did ftill purfue : 
With open mouth he fo the bellowes blue 

That fparkes of fier as thicke flew in my face, 

As in the funne the gnatts do flie at chace ; 

Or as the balle rebounds at every ftroke, 

So loe! his words did fmore me up in fmoke. 


This dreadfull duke did drive a wondrous drift 

To worke his will with flipper fleight of hande, 
And fought to give King Richards frends a lift, 
For whom he did prepare a fecrete bande, 

Whofe bolde attempts did trouble all this lande ; 
But few could finde the darnell in the corne, 

Or judge aright the roes from pricking thorne: 

So clofe in clowde was clokte their cunning arte, 
That none could know who plaide the foxes parte. 


This duke did raife a bruite the king would have 

A taxe moft ftraunge of all the realme throwe out, 
And to the lords and commons councell gave 
Againft the king to ftand both ftiffe and ftout. 

This practife proude was patcht with many a clout : 
Here did the wolfe leade filly lammes amis, 

(And fuckt their bloud) as wolvifhe maner is; 

Here traytrous tricks, and trebell trothles traynes 
In fubjects breftes began to fprede theyr vaines. 


Trageé le. 


The Duke of Yorke and divers noble peers 

Forfoke the king, and held with this uprore ; 

By which great ftrife was fowne in fondry fheres, 
And corfies rofe that made a running fore ; 

Bigge biles bruft out where flefhe was founde before, 
And though fome time the furgeon falve did finde 
To heale the wound (the fkarre remaind behinde) : 

A common plague doth creepe alonge the realme, ~ 
As fkulls of fifhe fwimmes up and downe the ftreame. 


The greateft townes and cities of moft name, The dake 
As London, Yorke, and many mo befide, caufed all the 
Thefe dukes did draw with folly out of frame, eeincueae 
And made fome ftrive againft both ftreame and tide. eee 
Where bankes be brooke the water cannot bide, his councell. 


Where flouds flee out the fifhe do follow faft, 
And than to late to call againe is paft: 

The fwallow flies no fwifter under winge, 
Then mens device that do forfake a kinge. 


For faith once ftainde feekes ftraight for ftarting holes, 


As prifners doe that hath their promife broke ; Where faith is 
The feames once ript, of fhue farewell the foles ; broker ge 
abufes enters 


The oxe fet free, will feeke to fhonne the yoke ; and falles to 
The chimney brufte, the houfe is full of fmoke ; eae 
The fleuce drawen uppe, downe drives the dregs and all; 

The ftrongeft tript, the weakeft needs muft fall : 
There is no ftay to hold meane people in, 

When might with maine the mifchiefe doth begin. 
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The lords alledgd, the king was governd ftill 

By fuch as came from bafe and poore eftate, 

And fayd he fhould no longer have his will ; 

By which bould fpeache there grew fo great debate, 
The lande was bent on murther, ruyne and hate. 
Now feverall wayes from hives flew out the bees, 
Now tempefts came, and tare up mightie trees ; 
Now traitours flockt, and fell to fackfhions {traunge, 
Whole fickill myndes ftill gaped for a chaunge. 


O vipars brode, and blody bofome fnakes ! 

O butchers curres, that would your maifter byte ! 
C helhoundes rude of Plutos lothefum lakes! 

O curfed crew, more crewell then the kyte! 

O kankred hartes, fo fraught with froward fpite ! 
O tigers wilde! O monftrous men moft vyle! 
Where was your love and dewtie all this whyle? 
How durft you fpeake fo ftoutly to his face, 

To whom of right the ftouteft ought give place. 


Among brute beftes that favage ar and wilde, 
The lion raignes and rules with regall pompe; 
And fo great birdes ftoupes downe like littill childe 
(To fathers beck) if eagle doth but lowre: 

Than, to a king dare people loke fo fowre 

That they will force their fuffraine pafte their reatche ? 
No {coller ought his learned tewtor teache, 

No member dare prefume to rule the hed; 

None raignes and rules but kynges when all is fed. 


Tragedte. gis 


Note how they fhrincke that fhapes to give a fhocke 
Againft a king, and marke how traitors fpede; 

Note how their hedes do tumble of the block 

That with vaine hope do peoples humors fede; 

And note from whence doth princes powre procede ; 
And note withall how farre doth f{tretche his fame, 

And faulters quake that do but heere his name, 

For at the brunte faye, here a king doth cumme! 

Home runne poore knaves, and down they fling the 


[drumme. 


Harke howe this duke, whereof I fpake before, 

By three eftates unto a coumpt did call 

Their king and lorde, whofe minde they troubled fore, 
And vexte thereby his frendes and favrers all: 

They fill in lafhe, they felt the bluddy brall, 

They lofte their goodes, they got a great difgrace, 
They fled the courte, they were purfewd in chace, 
They were full faine, for none offence or cawes, 

At open barre to plede their cace by lawes. 


Suche are the happes of thofe that hould with right, 
Such cureles woundes they have that fores wold heale, 
Suche hate they heape in huckfters handes that light, 
Suche harmes they finde that ftandes with common weale; 
And fuch know not to whom they fhould appeale. 
When wrong will rule and revell faules to fpoyle, 

The faithfull flocke are forfte to feele the foyle, 

Drede drives defartes that daylie well hath dunne, 

To flie from foes, or els throw fier to runne. 


Marke what 
mifchief they 
come unto 
that {trive 
againft the 
ftreame. 


The Londin- 
ers, being then 
evil difpofed to 
their king, de- 
fired Thomas 
of Wodftock 
to take the 
charge of the 
citie upon him. 


Those that 
{tode with 
right received 
moft wrong, 
and traytors 
tormented the 
trewe men 
that lefte 
offended. 
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the king 
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Note. 


Rebels always 
beres the 
blowes. 


King Richards 
belt frindes 
were by tray- 
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handled, 


120 Syr Symon Burlets 


Becaufe thefe lordes, who loekte to lede the daunce, 
Saw other ftep one ftage ere they could ryfe, 

By playne fine force they would them felves advaunce, 
And for that feate this drifte they did devife. 

Defier of fame doth fo abufe the wife, 

They ende like fooles that erfte began full well, 

And foneft fmarte that ringes the larom bell; 

For wheles and all faules downe about their eares 
From rotten frames, who firft ftode voide of feares. 


But we, who were befigd by fortune fo, 

Betraied I meane, if trothe may tell the tale, 

Were {korgd and plagd, and faine to fawne on foe, 
And few to fuch as fet our lives to fale; 

We were fhut up, they had the bounfing gale 

That blew their barke beyonde our compaffe cleane, 
With failes aflaunte, and had had no mery meane: 
They clapt on all, and wente throw ftreme and flud, 
When trew mens fete ftode fafte in mier and mud. 


I was the man that mofte of mifchief had : 
I was accufde and cald to counte in hafte, 
I founde mofte caufe to fighe and fit full fad, 

I was laide up, and thereby clene difgrafte. 

Myn enmies faid, I did the treafure watte, 

And held in hand the fouldiours money to ; 

I was fo nipt, I knew not what to do. 

My frinds wext faint, or ferd the like mifchaunce, 
But I was he muft leade the dolefull daunce. 


Tragedte. 


accufde him of 


money over 


A mitred head, a bifhop bolde and brave, The Bifhop of 
Said, I conveide away Saizt Thomas fhryne, . Canterbury 
And that I mente the king of Beame fhould have facrilege, and 
The fame from me: by privy practife fyne conveying 
To hoifte me up he laid boeth hooke and lyne, ene ie 
And fo by frindes he framd fo flat a feate eet ee 


That I was cald to ftrait accounte in heate ; 
For this, and more, a libell long and large 
(Of forgid faultes) that he laide to my charge. 


No clarke might come to make my reckning right, 
No tale could ferve to fhow my matter throw, 

No depe difcource could bring the trothe to light, 
No man of law could canves cafes now ; 

Strong hande did all, I muft both bende and bow. 
The king knewe not of halfe the wrongs I felte, 
Nor none could finde how finely cardes were delte : 
A pack was made, and one had got the ace, 


And trimly robd the trumps before my face. Note. 


No boote to bid the players deale agayne, 

The game was won, and I had loft the ftake: 
Thefe foifters fyen could nick both by and maine, 
Aud kog out right when they the dice did fhake, 
And of {wete fpoyle a bitter banquet make. 
They cald me in, and I the only gefte 

Was bidden then unto this bluddy feefte : 

I was compeld to taeft what difhe they wolde, 
And in great heete to drinke up poifon colde. 


king of Beame. 
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I meane, my fate and fortune was fo harde 

I could not fcape their handes that fought my life, 
Who wreackt their wrath on me without regarde ; 
Yet long in fheath they kept the murthering knife, 
For on my hap at firft rofe all this ftrife, 

And on the frinds that I by hap had wonne: 

This end I had, and mifchief was begonne. 

For taking parte with fuch as likt me well, 

To ground full flat from top of tree I fell. 


When in the Tower my foes had clapt me fafte, 
Few frendes I founde, the world began to winke, 
And fo at length in rerage was I catfte, 

And pofte alone was lefte to fwym or finke ; 

And judgement was as I was forfte to thinke 

That I fhould paie twoo hundrith thoufand frankes. 
For all my toile, lo! here is all my thankes 

I did poffes: my charges and my loffe 

And paines abrode came home by weping croffe. 


And wanting wealth to paie this heavy fumme, 
With billes and glaives from prifon was I led ; 
And fo unto the Towre hill did I cumme 

To fuffer death, where fone I lofte my hed. 

The king knew naught of this til I was ded. 

Loo! people here how thinges about were brought, 
And what difdaine and mightie mallice wrought. 
Lo! here his ende and fodaine fliding downe, 
That was both true to God and to the crowne. 


Lragedte. 


As littill twigges oer toppes of houfes grow, 

Whofe braunches big fpredes out a mightie tree ; 
Or as fmale brokes with feas do fwell and flowe, 
Yet hath no powre to paffe their boundes you fee ; 
Or as faire flowers that in gay gardins bee 

Sprouts out awhile, and when they are at height 
They fade and fall, and then declineth ftreight, 

So man doth mounte a whyle on ftages hie, 

And at the befte fhottes downe like ftarre from fkie. 


When thinges are growen as farre as courfe is fet, 
And have attaind the fulnes of their ftate, 

They backewarde cotne, and can no further get ; 
Pormcleanerexpierd, yerlecsis then theiredate. 

The life we beare of force muft yeld to fate, 

The {teppes we trede weares out by track of tyme ; 
When ladder brekes we can no higher clyme ; 
Where Fortune fittes fo fafte doth grynde the mill, 
The whele turns rounde, and never ftandeth ftill. 


Long is the toile or man to triumphe cummes, 
Large is the plot where we our pagantes play, 
Swete is the fap, and fower are all the plummes 
That paine pluckes of[f] the pleafant planted fpray ; 
Shorte is the tyme of all our glorie gaye, 

Vaine is the hope of hazardes here in earth, 

Great are the greves of life from day of bearth: 

No fuerty growes of all is here poffefte, 

All comes to naught when people feareth lefte. 
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Loo! what it is to ftande on tickell ftayes, 

Where hatred heaves the houfholde out of fquare ; 
And when it faules the joyntes fle feverall wayes, 
And joyfull weights are cled with wo and care. 

The fervauntes howle, the wyfe and childe is bare, 
The frends wring hands, the foes do laugh and flyer ; 
Suche chaunges chaunce to thofe that do afpyre: 
The grounde but gaps who firft fhall faule therein, 
And who fekes moft at length the lefte may wyn. 


Loo! Churchyarde, now my mirthles tale is tould, 
A mourning verfe prepare thou ftraight for me, 
And in thy ryme fome ftately order hould, 

For that I fprong not out of bafe degree: 

Let every lyne a lively fentence bee 

To wake the wittes of fuch as world would knoe, 
And lifte to marke how worldly matters Oe } 
And when thou comfte to touch the gauled back, 
Leape oer the horfe, or ufe a ryders knack. 


Bear even hande, and holde the bridell right, 

Yet whifke the wande fometimes for pleafures fake ; 
Yea, {pice thy fpeache and tearmes with trifels lene 
Uhat lokers on may not thy minde miftake: 

When ftore is gone, yet do thy budget fhake 
Among the beft, and feede their fanfies ftill, 

No matter though a moufe e crepe out of hill: 

Smale toyes may brede great {porte in great eftates, 
And in great groundes men walke throw littill gates. 


Tragedte. 


Do wifely warne, and warely ufe thy pen ; 
Speake Englifhe plaine, and rove about the but, 
And fhote at will, and flante by wicked men : 
Shale out the fhell, and bid them crack the nut ; 
Showe fome delight, and fo the fentence fhut, 
And bid the world behold me in a glas, 

That did to rewen from pompe and pleafure paffe. 
Now I am gone, I wytfhe the reft behinde 
(As they defier) may better fortune finde. 


ON TPIS At GARG VIDE, ID MESS O(OR EA Neow gh 
of the unhappy mans life. 


CoM, courtiars all, draw neer my morning hers ; 
Com, heer my knell ear corps to church fhall go; 
Or at the leaft, come read this wofull vers 

And laft farewell the haples penneth fo ; 

And fuch as doth his lief and manners kno, 
Come, fhed fome teares, and fe him painted out, 
That reftles heer did wander world about. 


O pilgrims poer! preace neer my pagent nowe, 
And note full well the part that I have playd, 
And wyefly waye my thriftles fortune throwe, 
And print in breft eache worde that heer is faid : 


Shrinke not, my frindes, ftep forth, ftand not afrayd : 


Though monftrous hap I daily heer poffeft, 


Some fweater chaunce may bring your hartes to reft. 
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For though the wreatch in cold and honger lies, 
The happy wyght in pompe and pleafure fittes ; 
The weake fals down whear mighty folk aries, 
The found feels not the feble ague fits: 

So world, you wot, doth ferve the fineft wittes. 
Though dullards doe in darknes daily run, 


The wyes at will can walke whear fhyens the funne, 


And hap fals not to evry man a like: 

Some fleeps full found, that hath the world at call ; 
Some leaps the hedge, fome lights a mid the dyke ; 
Some fockes the fweet, and fome the bitter gawill ; 
The ufe of things blynd deaftnie gives us all: 

So, though you fee ten thoufand fouls in hell, 

Yet may you hoep in heavens blys to dwell. 


Let my mifhap a worldly wonder be, 

For few can finde the fruit that I did taeft ; 

Ne leavs nor bowes I founde upon the tree, 
And whear I plowd the ground lay ever waett : 
A man would think the child was borne in haeft 
Or out of time, that had fuch lucke as I, 

For loe! I looke for larkes when fauls the fkye. 


, 


No foyll, nor feat, nor feafon ferves my torn, 
Each plot is fowen with forrow whear I goe; 
On mountayn top, they fay, wher torch fhuld born, 
I find but fmoek and loethfom fmothring woe: 
Neer fountayn hed, whear fprings do daily floe, 
Cold ife I get, that melts with warmth of hand, 
So that I ftarve whear cock and condits ftand. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


I quench fmal thirft wher thoufands drink and byb, 


An empty cup I carry clean away ; 
And though as lean as raek is evry ryb, 
And hollow cheeks doth hidden grief bewray, 


The ritche eates all, the poore may faft and pray ; 


No butter cleaves upon my bred at need, 


When hongry mawe thinks throet is cut in deed. 


The fhallow broeks whear littell penks ar found 


I fhon, and feek the feas to fwymme thear on, 
Yet veffayll finks, or bark is layd a ground, 
Whear leaking fhips in faefty ftill have gon ; 
They harber finde when haven have I non: 
Hap cauls them in when I am lodgd at large, 
Thus plaines creeps in cold Cock Lorels barge. 


Full thirty yeers both court and warres I tryed, 
And ftill I fought acquaintaunce with the beft, 
And fervd the ftaet, and did fuch hap abyed 

As might befall, and Fortune fent the reft: 
When drom did found, a fouldiour was I preft, 
To fea or lande as princes quarrell ftoed, 

And for the faem full oft I loft my blod. 


In Scotland long I lingred out my yeers 
When Wylford lyved, a worthy wight in deed, 
And thear at length I fell fo farre in breers, 

I taken was, as deaftny had decreed : 

Well, yet with woords I did my foes fo feed, 
That thear I lyvd in pleafuer many a daye, 
And fkaept fo free, and did no randfom paye. 


Firft at Wark 
with George 
Lawton. 
Taken under 
the Lorde 
Admirall at 
Saynt My- 
nins. 
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Sir Anthony 
Sentlyger, 
deputie of 
Trelande. 


Meatts in 
Lorain, won by 
treafon. 

In Fraunce 
ferved under 
Captayne 
Crayer. 
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Some fayd I found in Scotland favour then. 

I graunt my pomp was more than reafon wold, 
Yet on my band I fent hoem fondry men 

That els had pyend in pryfon, pyncht with cold. 
To French and Scots fo fayr a taell I tolde 

That they beleevd whyt chalk and chees was oen 
And it was pearll that proved but pybbull ftoen. 


d 


In Lawther fort I clapt my felf by fleight; 

So fled from foes, and hoem to frynds I patt : 
The French in haeft befeegd that fortres ftreight ; 
Then was I like to light in fetters faft, 

But loe ! a peace broek up the feeg at laft, 

When weery wars and wicked blodthed great 
Maed both the fydes to feek a quiet feat. 


From thens I cam to Englande as I might ; 
And after that to Irlande did I fayll, 

Where Sedlenger, a wyes and noble knight, 
Gave me fuch place as was to myen advayll. 
Than teafters walkt as thick as doth the haill 
About the world : for loe’! from thence I boer, 
For fervice doen, of money right good ftoer. 


Hoem cam I thoe, and fo to Fraunce did faer, 

When that their kyng wan J/eatts throw fatchis fien : 
So on the ftock I fpent, all voyd of caer, 

And what I gaet by fpoyll I held it myen; 

Than down I paft the pleafant floed of Ryen, 

And fo I farvd in Flaunders, note the faem, 

Whear loe! at firft my hap fell out of fraem. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


For I was clapt in pryfon without cawfe, In Charles the 
And ftraightly held for comming out of Fraunce ; eee 
But God did worke, through juftice of the lawfe Matfon. 

; Got out of 
And help of frindes, to me a better chaunce: prifon by helpe 
And ftill I hoept the warres wold me advaunce, SE Vell 

, Madame Sell 
So trayld the piek, and world began a nue, de embry. 
And loekt like hawk that laetly cam from mue. 
Three yeer, at leaft, I fawe the Emprours warres, 
Than hoemward drue, as was my wonted traed ; 
Whear funne and moen, and all the feven ftarres 
Stoed on my fyed, and me great welcom maed ; 
But wether fayre and flowrs full foen will faed : 
So peoples love is like nue befoms oft, 
That {weeps all clean, whyels broem is green and foft. 
Well, oens again to warrs I drue me faft, Fight yeres 


under my 


And with Lord Grey at Gzens I did remayn, Lorde Grey. 


Where he or his in any ferves paft 

I followed on, among the warlyk trayn ; 

And fometime felt my part of woe and payn, 
As others did that cannon well could like, 
And pleafuer took in trayling of the pike. 


At length the French did Gzenzs befiege, ye wot, 
And littell help or fuccour found we tho ; 

By whiche fowll want it was my heavy lot 

To Parris {treight with good Lord Grey to goe, 
As prifners boeth: the world to well doth knoe 
By tract of tyme, and wonders charge indeed, 
He hoemward went, and took his leve with fpeed. 
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But poeft aloen I ftoed, alack the whyell ! 
And contrey clean forgot me: this is true, 
And I might live in forrowe and exyell, 
And pien away for any thing I knue: 

As I had baekt in deed fo might I brue. 
Not one at hoem did feek my greef to heall : 
Thus was I clean cut of from common weall. 


Yet loe! a fhift to fcaep away I founde. 
When to my fayth my taker gave no truft, 
I did devies in wryting to be bounde 

To come again: the time was fet full juft, 
But to retorn forfoeth I had no luft: 

Sens faith could get no credit at his hand, 
I fent him word to come and fue my band. 


He came him felfe to court, as I did heer, 
And told his taell as fienly as he might: 

At Ragland than was I in Monmouth theer, 
Yet whan in court this matter cam to light. 
My friendes did fay that I had don him right, 
A foldiour ought upon his faith to go, 

Which I had kept, if he had fent me fo. 


Well, yet my minde could never reft at hoem, 
My fhues wear maed of running leather fuer, 
And boern I was about the world to roem, 

To fee the warres, and keep my hand in ure. 
The Frenche, ye knoe, did Englifhmen procuer 
To come to Leeth, at fiedge wherof I was, 
Till Frenche did feeke in fhips away to pas. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


A littell breath I toek than after this, 

And fhaept my felf about the court to be, 
And evry daye, as right and reafon is, 

Wo lecve the princo i courtal tettied me: 
Some frends I found, as frends do go, you fe, 
That gave me wordes as fweet as hony ftill, 
Yet let me lyve by hed and conning fkill. * 


I croetcht, I kneeld, and many a cap could vayll, 
And watched laet, and early roes at moern, 

And with the throng I follouwd hard at tayll, 
As brave as bull, or fheep but nuely fhorn, 

The gladdeft man that ever yet was boern, 

To wayt and ftaer among the ftaets full hye, 
Who feeds the poer with many frendly eye. 


But who can live with goodly lookes aloen, 
Or mirry wordes that founds like tabrers pyep ? 
Say what they will, they love to keep their own, 


And part with nought that commeth in their griep. 
You fhall have nuts, they fay, when ploms are riep: 


Thus all with fhalls or fhaels ye fhall be fed, 
And gaep for gold, and want both gold and led. 


The proef therof maed me to feke far hens : 
To Anwerp than I trudged on the {pleen, 

And all in haeft to get fome fpending pens, 
To ferve my torn in fervice of the Queen. 

But God he knoes my gayn was {mall, I ween, 
For though I did my credit {till encreace, 
I got no welth by warres, ne yet by peace. 
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Yet harke and noet, I praye you, if you pleas, 
In Anwarp town what fortune me befell. 

My chaunce was fuch, whan I had paft the feas, 
(And taken land, and theron refted well) 

The people jard, and rang a larom bell, 

So that in aerms the town was evry whear, 

And fewe or noen of lief {toed certain thear. 


A noble prince I fawe amid that broyll, 

To whom I went, and fwaer his part to taek. 
The commons caem, all fet on raeg and fpoyll, 
And gave me charge to keep my wyts a wack : 
The prince, for love of king and countreis fake, 
Bad me do well, and thed no gyltles bloed, 

And fave from fpoyll poer people and there good. 


I gave my fayth and hand to do the faem, 

And wrought the beft that I could worke therefoer 
And brought at length the commons in fuch fraem 
That fome wear bent to blo the coell no moer ; 
Yet fome to rage and robbry ran full foer, 

Whom I reformd : fo that no harm did fall 

To any wyght among the commons all. 


) 


The ftreets we kept, and braek ne houfe nor doer, 
And for three dayes made no mans finger bleed : 
I daer avoutch that neither ryche nor poer 

Could fay they loft the valeur of a threed. 

Well, what of that ? you kno, an honeft deed 

Is foen forgoet of fuch as thanckles be, 

For in the end it fared fo by me. 
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The town I kept from cruell fword and fier 

Did feek my lief, when peace and all was maed ; 
And fuch they wear that did my blud defier 

As I had favde from bloes and bluddy blaed. 

I crept away, and hid me in the fhaed, 

But as the daye and fun began to fhien, 

They followd faft with force and practies fier’ 


In priefts atyer, but not with shaven crown, 

I fkaept their hands that fought to have my hed ; 
A forckid cap, and pleytted corttall gowne, 

Far from the church ftoed me in right good {ted. 
In all this whyell ne maffe for quick nor ded 

I durft not fing: a poefting prieft I was, 

That did in haeft from poft to pyller pas. 


In Brigges than the parfons breetch did quake, 
For there a clarke came tinging of a bell 

(That in the towne did fuch a rombling make) 

I could not walke in vickars garments well : 

So there I wisht my felfe in cockell shell, 

Or fea mans flopps that fmeld of pitch and tarre, 
Which roebs I found ear I had traveld farre. 


A marshall came and fearcht our woole fleet than: 


In boat I leapt, and fo throw Sealand went ; 
And many a day a filly weary man 

I traveilde there, and f{toode with toile content, 
Till God by grace a better fortune fent, 

And brought mee home, in fafety, as you knowe: 
Great thancks to him I give that farvde me foe. 


Note. 
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In court where I at reft and peace remainde, 
I thought apon the part that Flemings plaide, 
And for good will, fince I was fo retainde, 

I thought to make thofe roifters once afraide ; 
So hoifte up faile when I had anckar waide, 
And into Fraunce I flipte with much a do, 
Where lo! a net was making for mee to. 


Yet pafte I throwe to Paris, without ftoppe, 
When civill broils were likely to begin ; 

And ftanding there, within a merchaunts fhoppe, 
I heard one faye, the prince was comming in 

To Flaunders faft, with whom I laet had bin 
Before you wotte: thus having mirrie nues 

I ftoole away, and fo did Fraunce refues. 


But, by your leave, I fell in daungers deepe, 
Before I could in freedome go or ride; 
Devouring wolves had like to flaine the fheepe, 
And wiept their mouthes apon the muttons hide. 
Nought goes amiffe where God wilbe the gide ; 
So throw the place, where parrel moft did feeme, 
I paft at will when daunger was exftreeme. 


The prince I found from Co//en at his houfe, 
And there I faw of riotters good ftore, 

Who welcomde mee with many a mad caroufe ; 
Such is their gies, and hath bin ever more. 

To Flaunders thus we marcht, and God before, 
And neare the Rive our camp a feafon laye, 
Till money came, and had a genrall paye. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


In Flaunders \onge our campe remayned Ttill, 
And, fweete with fowre, we tafted fondry wayes. 
Who goes to warrs muft feele both good and ill; 
Some likes it not, and fome that life can prayes 
Where nights are cold, and many hongrie dayes: 
Some will not be, yet fuch as loves the drom 
Takes in good parte the chaunces as they com. 


Perhaps my fhare was not the fweeteft thear, 
I make no boeft, nor finde no fault therein : 
I fought my felfe the burthen for to bear 
Amonge the reft that had oer charged bin. 
If fmart I felt, it was a plague for fin ; 

If joy I founde, I knew it would not laft ; 

If wealth I had, lo! waeft came on as faft. 
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When Prince did paffe to Fraunce, and Flaunders laft, 


I licence fought to fee my native foile: A pefaunt 
2 betraide me, 
He told me than, the French, by fome fine craft, ander ee 
On me, at length, would make a pray and fpoile : God my 
deliverer. 


I toke my leave, not fearing any foile, 
But ere the day the f{kie had cleane forfoek 
I fell in fnare, as fifhe on baited hoek. 


A wofull tale it is to tell, in deede: 
Yet heare it out, and how God wrought for mee. 
The cafe was fuch that I a gide did neede, 

So in the field, full nere a willow tree, 

I founde a carle, that needs my gide muft bee. 
His hand I had, his hart did halte the while, 
And treafon did, throwe truft, the true begile. 


Note. 
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We held the waye unto S. Quzntayns right, 

As I did thincke, but long two leages I loft. 

To eafe my horfe he bade me oft a light, 

But I thereat feemde dumme and deaffe as poft: 
Of {tomacke ftoute, the way oft times he croft, 
And foughte to take my bridle by the raine: 
That fleight I found, and fo he loft his paine. 


Had I turnde backe the peyfants wear at hand, 
Who mounted were on better horfe than I. 

A village neare there was within that land, 

Whear loe! my gide would have me needs to lye: 
Not fo, my frend, I aunfwearde very hye; 

Where at he knew the padde in ftraw was founde, 
So toke the ball, and ftroke it at rebounde. 


Thou canft not fcape (qd. he), then light a downe; 
Thou art but dead, thy life here fhalt thou lofe: 
And therewithall the carle began to frowne, 

And laide his hand upon my lether hofe. 

Throw fines he made, the towne by this aroes, 
And fome by warres that lately lofte their good, 
Sought to reveng the fame apon my blood. 


My gied leapt up upon the horfe I roode, 
And flang away as faft as he could drive. 
Downe was I haeld, and on my face they troode, 
And for my roebs the tormenters did ftrive. 

My gide did crie, O! leave him not alive: 

An Englifh churle he is, his tongue doth fhoe, 
And gold he hath good ftore full well I knoe. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


They ftript me ftreighte, from doblet to my fhort, 
Yet hofe they lafte untoutcht, as God it would ; 
No powre they had to do me further hort, 

For as the knife to throte they gan to hold, 

To fave my life an upright tale I told: 
They, hearing that, laid all their weapons downe, 
And afkt me if I knew Saint Quzntains towne ? 


I paft thereby whan to the Ssawe I went, 
(Od. I) and there my pafport well was veaud. 
If that be true, faid one, thou fhalt be fent 
From hens in haft; and fo they did conclued 
To town I fhould from favage country rued ; 
So in the hey they laid me all that night, 
Yet fought my life before the day was light. 


But as with weedes fome fuffrante flower groes, 

So in that foile a bleffed man was bred, A fecret pro- 
Which undertoke to keepe me from my foes, 
And fave my life by fine device of hed. 

He cald me up when they wear in their bed, 
And bade me go with him whear he thought beft, 
Left in that place full {mall fhould be my reft. 


I followde on as he did lead the trace: 

He brought me fafe where I in furety ftood. 

Thus God throw him did fhoe his might and grace, 

Which joyde me more than all this worldly good. 

The other fort wear butchers, all for blood, 

And daily flue fuch ftragglars as they toek, 

For whom they laie, and watcht in many a noek. 
: 


vifion of God. 


: PA ad Ws 


Ver 


.% 
2. 


F*.. 
Ss a} 


~itee 


The captaine 
of Pyrroen 
handled me 
hardly. 


Under captain 
Leighton after 
all thefe toiles. 


138 A tragicall discourse 


That hazard pafte, I found more mifchieves ftill, 
But none fo great, nor none fo much to fear. 

With toile and paine, with fleighte of head and fkill, 
From Fraunce I came (and laft al mifchief thear) : 
Nowe here what fruite my native foile doth bear ; 
See what I reap, and marke what I have fowne, 
And let my lucke throwe all this land be knowne. 


Firft, let me tell how Fortune did me call 

To Garnefey thoe, to ftaye my troubled miend, 

Whear wel I was, althogh my wealth was fmal, 

And long had dwelt if deftnie had affiend: 

But as the fhippe is fubjeét to the winde, 

So we muft chaenge as checking chaunces falls ; 
Who toffeth men about like tennis balls. 


This chaunce is fhe, fome fay, that leads men out, 
And brings them home when leaft they looke therefore : 
A dalling dame, that breeds both hope and dout, 

And makes great woundes, yet feldom falves the foer : 
Not fuer on fea, nor certaine on the fhoer, 

A worldly witch that dealls with wanton charms: 

For one good turne fhe doth ten thoufand harms. 


A figge for chaunce, this Fortune bears no fhaep, 
The people fonde'a name to Fortune give, 

Which fenceleffe foules do after fhadowes gaep. 
Great Gop doth rule, and fure as God doth live, 

He griends the corne, and fifts the meale threw fieve, 
And leaves the bran, as reffues of the flowre, 
To worke his will, and fhoe his mightie powre. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


Promofhon coms ne from the eaft nor weft, Note. 
Ne fouth nor north, it faulls from heaven hie 

For God himfelfe fets up who he thincks beft, 

And cafts them downe whofe harts would clime the {kie. 
Thus earthly happs in worldlings doth not lie: 

We trudge, we runne, we ried and breake our braine, 

And backwarde come the felfe fame ftepps againe. 


Till time aprotche, that God will man prefarre 
With labours long, in vaine we beat the ayre ; 

Our deftnies dwell in neither moone nor ftarre, 
Nor comfort coms from people foule nor fayre: 
Small hoep in thofe that fits in golden chayre, 

Their moods, their minds, and all we go about, 
Takes light from him that putts our candel out. 


This argues, now, all goodnes freely groes 

From him that firft made man of earthly mold, Note. 
And floeds of wealth into their bofome floes, 

That cleerly can his bleffed will behold : 

As fheppards do, keepe fake their fheepe in fold, 

And gardnar knoes how flowrs fhold watred be, 

So God gives ayde ear man the want can fe. 


Helps coms not, fure, by hap or heads device, 
Though wits of men are means to worke the waxe, 
And cunning hands do often caft the dice : 

All thefe are toyes, truft up in tinkars packs ; 

No flame wil ryes, till fier be thruft to flaxe ; 

No brantch may bud till he that made the plant, 
With dew of grace, in deede, fupplies the want. 


Note. 
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Can earth yeild fruite til fpringtime fap do fhoe ? 
Can ayer be cleer till foggs and miefts are fled ? 
Can feas and floeds at every feafon floe ? 

Can men give life to fhapes and bodies dead ? 
Such fecrets pas the reatche of mans vaine head 
So, loke to reap no corne for all our toile 


Till harveft come, and God hath bleft the foile. 


The pottar knoes what veffail ferves his turne, 

And therein ftill he powreth liquor fweete: 

The cooke well notes what wood is beft to burne, 
And what conceites is for the banket meete ; 

The captaine marks what fouldiour hath moft fprecte, 
And calls that man to charge and office great, 

When he thincks good, and farvice is in heat. 


Dare any wight prefume to take the place 

Of worthy charge, till he therto be cald ? 

Dare fubjeét brag before the Princes face, 

Or ftrive with ftaets that are in honour ftauld ? 
Dare village boeft with cittie ftronglye wauld ? 
Dare children clime till they good footing find ? 
No; all thing yelds to him that leads the minde. 


He lifts aloft, he flingeth downe as fatte, 
He gives men fame, and plucks renowne awaye. 
Hap doth not fo, for chaunce is but a blatfte, 
An idle word wherewith weake people playe: 
Hap hangs and holds on hazarde evry waye, 
And hazard leanes on doubt and danger deepe, 
That glads but few, and maketh millions weepe. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


I ufe this terme of hap in all I write, 

As well to make the matter large and long, 

As any caufe or dram of great delite 

I take therein: but here I do ye wrong, 

To leade your eares with fuch a fenceles fong, 
From hearing that I promefde have to ende, 
The bare difcourfe the hapleffe man hath pende. 


So, comming home, and crept from toills abroed, 
(With charged breft and hevy heaving hart) 

I thought in courte my burthen to unloed, 

And caft away the cares of former {mart ; 

But there, alas! my chaunce is fo oerthwart, 

I fit and fighe, and fold mine armes with all, 
And in olde griefes a frefhe begin to fall. 


Yea, thear, where moft my hope and haunt hath bin, 
Where yeares and dayes I fpent apon the f{tocke, 
And divers doe good hap and frendfhip win, 

(And duetie makes a world of people flocke) 

And thoufands, loe! drawes water from the cocke, 

I fkarce may moift my mouth when thirft is great, 
And hart is cleane confuemde with fkalding heat. 


A fpring of kinde doth floe above the brim ; 

You cannot ftoppe a fountaine if you would, 

For throw harde rockes it runneth cleare and trim, 
And in fome grounde it cafts up graynes of gould: 
It burfts the earth, and deepely diggs the mould, 
It gufheth out, and goes in fondry vayns 

From mountaines topp, and fpredeth all the piains. 


Note. 
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The fpring creeps up the higheft hill that is, 

And many wells thear on are eaflye found ; 

And this, I wott, where you do water mis 

Small fruite doth groe, it is but barraine grounde : 

The foile is fweete where pleafunt {prings abounde, 
The cowflop fproutes where fprings and fountaines bee, 
And floeds begin from fountaine heads, you fee, 


The labring man thearat doth coell his heat, 

The byrds do baeth their brefts full bravely thear ; 
The bruteft beafts there in finds pleafure great, 
And likes not halfe fo well another whear: 

What caufe in mee, what dout, what fault, or feare, 
That I maye not, in this fo weak a plite, 

Go drinck my fyll whear eatch thing haeth delite. 


The moer we draw the waetter from the well, 
The better farre we bring the {pring in fraem ; 
The feas themfelves of natuer ries and {well, 

The moer the winde and weather works the faem 
The fier borns beft when bellows bloes the flaem. 
Let things ftande ftill, and ftoer them not in time, 
They fhall decaye by meane of droffe and flime. 


I fee fome ftreams with fticks are choked up, 
And rivers large are marde with beds of fand ; 

I fee fome bring from doells an empty cup, 

Yet craves an almes and fhoes a needye hand : 
I fee baer boyes before the banket ftand, 

And no man fayth, Loe! poer man, if thou wutt 
Take heer a dithe to fill thy hungry gutt. 


’ 


of the unhappy mans life. 


Of cormrant kinde fome crammed capons aer, 
(iheemoer they eat; the moer they may confuem% 
Some men, likewife, the better that they faer 
The worfe they be, and ficker of the ruem ; 

And fome fo chaef, fo frowne, fo fret, and fuem, 
When others feede, they cannot, God he knoes, 
Spaer any time the dropping of thear noes. 


The bords are fpred, and feafts are made thereon, 

And futch fit downe that haeth their bellies full, 

Whofe greedy mouthes from dogg would {natch the boen, 
Which fnodges fwell, and loke like greifie wull : 

They puffe, they bloe; yea, like a baited bull, 

And fhove them backe that on fmall croems would feede, 
Whofe pafhent harts maks vertue of a neede. 


The glotten thincks his belly is to[o] fmall, 

When in his eye a deintie morfiell is ; 

He grins and gaeps, as though no crom shold fall 
From him, and loeks as al the world wear his: 
Thus, futch as want aer fuer the poeft to kis, 

For powltting pried doth preace fo faft in place, 
That poer plain Tom daer fkarce come sho his face. 


Eatch one doth feeke for to afpier and ries, 

Yet haet we thofe that doth by vertue clime ; 

The foole hee fkorns the worship of the wies, 

Yet dolts prefuem beyond the wyes fometime : 
And all this f{trief is but for dros and flime 

That out of earth wee digg with daungers deepe, 
Full hard to winne, and much more wors to keepe. 
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This makes me mues: when fome have heaps in hord, 
They will not help the neereft freinde they have, 

And yet with fmiels and many a frendly word 

They graunt to give before a man doth crave. 

Sutch barbors fine can finely poul and shave, 

And washe full cleane, till all away they washe, 

Than good fir Griem, like lobb, they leave in lashe. 


What should men loes, when they enoughe have had, 
If they did part with things that might be fparde? 

A litle peece out of a golden gad 

For fervice long might be a great rewarde. 

No, no, as fteele and flinte is ftiffe and hard, 

So world is waxt; and no good turne is founde 

But whear in deede do doble giftes rebounde. 


Wee make a legge, and kiffe the hand with all 
(A French device, nay fure a Spanith tricke) 
And fpeake in print, and fay loe! at your call 

I will remaine your owne, both dead and quicke. 
A courtier foe can give a lobbe a licke, 

And dreffe a dolt in motley for a while, 

And fo in fleeve at fillye wodcocke fmile. 


If meaning went with painted words and shoes, 

It mighte fuffice fuch cortteis cheer to taeft ; 

But with the fame difdaine and envye goes, 

And trompry great with words and winde in waeft ; 
Than, arme in arme coms flattry, full of haeft, 

And leads away the fences out of frame, 
That upright witts are thereby ftricken lame. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


This lowtting lowe, and bowing downe the knee, 
But groeps mens minds to creepe in credits lapp ; 
Like malte horfe than he holds up head you fee, 
That late before could vaile both knee and capp: 
The nurfe, awhile, can feede the child with papp, 
And after beate him on the breetch full baer. 

A fwarme, God wot, of thefe fine natuers aet. 


There be that biets, yet gronts and whines withall ; 
There be that winnes, yet {weare and fay they loes; 


There be that ftops and ftealls away the ball ; 
There be that plantes a weede and plucks a roes; 


There be pleads wante, to whome the fountaine floes: 
Such hieds there haps, to make the worlde to thincke, 


At fayre well head they neede not for to drincke. 


The whales, you fee, eates up the little fithe ; 
The prettie penk with fammon may not fwim ; 
The greateft heads are fedde with fineft difhe ; 
To fouleft pits fayre water runneth trim. 

Hee gets the gaine that ftandeth nere the brim ; 
He bloes the cole that hath cold fingers ftill; 
He ftarves for bread that hath no corne at mill. 


A world to fee the courfe and ftate of things ! 
Some would get up that knoes not where to light ; 
Some foer the fkies that never had no wings ; 
Some wraftle well by cunning, not by might ; 
Some feems to judge fayre coulours without fight ; 
And evry one, with fome odde fhift or grace, 
In world at will runs out a goodly race, 
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But to be plaine, I lagg and come behinde, 
As I wear lame and had a broken legg ; 
Or els I cannot lye within the winde ; 
And harken ftill what I might eaflie begg : 
I neede not fay, in mouth I have a gegg, 
For I have fpoke, and fped in matters fmall, 
By helpe of him that hath my verfes all. 


But farre, God wot, I am from that I feeke, 

And miffe the marke that many men do hit ; 
Wherfore falt teares do trickle downe the cheeke, 
And hart doth feele full many a wofull fit ; 

And fo afide in follem forrow fit, 

As one, in deede, that is forfaken cleane, 

Wher moft he doth deferve, and beft doth meane. 


No matter now, though ech man march and tread 
On him that hates the life he beares about ; 

Yet fuch as fhall thefe heavy verfes read 

Shall finde I blame my fortune, out of dout, 

But fens on hope no better hap will fprout, 

I yeild to death, and upward lift the minde 
Where lothfome life fhall prefent comfort finde. 


Sens hope can have no hony from the hive, 
And paines can plucke no pleafure for his toile, 

[t is but vaine for weery life to ftrive, 

And ftreatch out time with torment and tormoile, 
Get what we can death triumphes oer the fpoile ; 
Than, note this well, though we win neer fo mitch, 
When. death taeks al we leave a mizer ritch. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


To live and lacke is doble death, in deede: 

A prefente death exceeds a lingring woe; 

Sens no good hap in youth did helpe my neede 
In age why fhould I ftrive for fortune foe? 

Old years are come and haefts me hens to goe; 
The time draws on, I hate the life I haue: 
When hart shall breake my griefe shall ende in grave. 


J 


Should I feek life, that finds no place of reft, 

Ne foile, nor feate, to shroude me from the ayre ? 
When cramping colde beclipps my carefull breft, 
And dollor drives my hart in deepe difpayre ? 

For fuch foule dayes darke death is wondrous fayre : 
As good to make the fkrawlling worms a feaft, 

As pleas the world, wher mifchiefe maks her neaft. 


Hie time it is to haeft my carkas hens, 

Youth f{toole awaye, and felt no kinde of joye ; 
And age he laft in travell ever fens ; 

The wanton dayes, that made me nice and coye, 
Wear but a dreame, a shadoe; and a toye: 

Sith flavrye heer I finde, and nothing els, 

My hoem is thear, wher foule in freedome dwels. 


In warrs and woe my yeers aer waefted clean. 
What should I fee if lordly lief I led ? 

I loek in glas, and finde my cheeks fo lean, 
That evry owre I do but wishe mee ded: 
Now back bends downe, and forwards faulls the hed, 
And hollow eyes in wrinckled brow doth shrowd, 

As though two ftars wear creping under clowd. 
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The lipps waxe cold, and loeks both pael and thin ; 
The teeth fawlls out, as nutts forfoek the shaell ; 
The baer bald head but shoes whear hear hath bin ; 
The lively joynts waxe weery, ftiffe, and ftaell ; 
The reddy tongue now folters in his taell; 

The wearishe face, and tawny collour, shoes 

The corraeg quaills as {trength decayes and goes. 


The fweete delites are dround in dulled minde, 
The gladfome fports to groning fighes are bent ; 
The frifking lims fo farre from frame I finde, 
That I forthincke the time that youth hath fpent : 
But when I way that all thefe things wear lent, 
And I muft pay the earth her dutie throw, 

I shrincke no whit to yeld thefe pleafures now. 


Had I poffeft the giftes of fortune heer, 

A houfe, a wyfe, and children withall ; 

And had in ftore (to make my frendes good cheer) 
Sutch common things as neighbours have at call, 
In fuch difpayre perchaunce I would not fall 
But want of this, and other lackes a fkore, 
Bids me feeke death and wish to live no more. 


) 


Yet, for to beare a peece of all my woes, 
(And to impart the privie pangs I felt) 
From countrie foile a fober wife I choes, 
In mine owne houfe with whom I feldom dwelt : 
When thoufandes flepte, I waekt, I fwet, I fwelt 
T’o compas that I never could attaine, 

And ftill from hoem abroed I braek my braine. 


of the unhappy mans life. 


The thatcher hath a cottage poore, you fee ; 

The fheppard knoes where he fhal fleepe at night ; 
The daily drudge from cares can quiet bee: 

Thus fortune fends fome reft to evrye wight ; 

So borne I was to houfe and lande by right, 

But in a bagg to court I brought the fame, 

From Shrewsbrye towne, a feate of auncient fame. 


What thinkes my frindes that thear behind I laft ? 
What fault finds fhe that gave me lief and fuck? 
O courting fien! thou art to[o] cold a craft: 

The carter haeth at hoem much better luck. 
Well, well, I faye, a due all worldly muck, 

Ne houfe, nor land, we bear away I knoe; 

I naked cam, and naked hence muft goe. 


The greateft kyng muft pas the felf faem way: 

Our daye of byrth and buriall are alike ; 

Their joye, their pompe, their wealth and rich araye, 
Shall foen confuem, like fnow that lies in dieck ; 

No bucklar ferves when fodayn death doth ftriek, 
As foen may coem a poer mans foule to blys 

As may the rich, or greateft Lord that is. 


Well, ear my breath my body doe forfaek, 
My fpreet | doe bequeath to God above ; 
My bookes, my fkrowls, and fongs that I did mack, 
I leave with frindes that freely did me love: 
To flyring foes, whoes mallice did me move, 
I wyshe in haeft amendment of their wayes, 
And to the court and courtiars happy dayes. 
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My fortuen ftraunge to ftraungers doe I leave, 
That ftrangly can retain fuch ftraung mishap ; 
To fuch as ftill in world did me diffeave, 

I wyshe they may bewaer of fuch lyk trap; 
To {claundrous tongues, that kild me with their clap, 
I wyshe moer reft than they have gyven me, 

And bles thoes ftreams that corft and crabbed be. 


To fuch as yet did never pleafuer man 

I give thofe ryems that nyps the gawlled back; 
To fuch as would do good, and if they can, 

I wyshe good luck, long lief, and voyd of lack; 
To currysh karls, a whyp and collyars fack; 
And to the proud, that ftands upon their bravs, 
A waynfkot face, and twenty crabtree ftaves. 


To furly fyers, that fcorns the meaner fort, 

A nightcap, foord with foyns, I them bequeath ; 
To fuch as fkowll at others good report 

(And fets much ftoer by their own paynted sheath) 
In fien of luck I give a willowe wreath ; 

To fuch as aer unnaemd and merits mutch, 

The ftoen I leave that tries the gold by tutch. 

To gentill race, with good conditions joynd, 

I wyfhe more joy than man imagin maye; 

And fens for pooer I have no money coynd, 

God graunt them all a mery mariage daye! 

T’o fuch as doth delyte in honeft playe, 

I wythe the gold that I have loft thearby, 

And all the wealth I want befoer I dye. 
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of the unhappy mans life. ‘ase 


Now, frends, fhaek hands: I muft be gon, my boyes, 
Our myrth taeks end, our triumph all is done; 

Our tykling talk, our {ports and mirry toyes, 

Do flyed away lyke thadow of the fon. 

Another coms, when I my race have ron, 

Shall paffe the tyme with you in better plyt, 

And finde good caufe of greater things to wfyt. 


FINIS, 


A DISCOURSE HOW 


Vertue feames to fleape, and 
Fuftie rs ever awaken. 


WHEN vertue layd her down to {flepe, 
and would no longer wake ; 

And wicked world did wanton waxe, 
as vice would triumphe make, 


I fat and mufed all the while 
on thinges of wonders weight, 
As though our latter judgement daye 
at hand were comming {treight. 


For loe! eache land and kingdom large, 
in compas of my vewe, 

Stode all befpred with wailing wightes, 

and fodaine forowes newe. 
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CEST, 


A discourse of vertue. 


Some ran to rayfe dame vertue up, 
but none durft ftirre her thoe: 

Difordred lief kept people back, 
and faid, let vertue goe. 


Dead fleape hath caught her for a fpace, 
to plague proud haguhtie heads, 

That wallowes in their wayward willes, 
on pleafures wanton beddes. 


The feble folke that lives in feare, 
and feade in cottage colde, 

Were halfe amafd to here the tale 
that lawles life had tolde. 


Is vertue flombring nowe, alas! 
qd. one that felt much wrong : 

Than fhall the poore with penfyve mynde 
complayn of grief to long. 


This was no fooner faid, but loe! 
in fieldes and foreftes thick, 

I harde a heape of wounded hartes 
that pincht were nere the quicke, 


Crye out fo loude they perft the cloudes, 
and in their roaring tewne, 

They did pronounce that wretched folke 
full fone fhould come to rewne. 


If facred Gods, that guydes the ftarres 
and rules both fun and moone, 


A discourse of vertue. 


Brought not a boxe of precious balme 
to falve the mifchief foone. 


In this difcourfe and dolefull brutes, 
came revell roughly clad, 

And made wilde havocke found the dromme, 
as all the world were mad. ; 


And fo was haerbraine broyles abroche, 
and men embrued in blode, 

Began to ftrive with ftoute attempts 
for rule and worldly good. 


The horfe did fee where lay his ftrength, 
and would not rayned bee ; 

The oxe forfooke the wonted plowe, 
the affe would neades go free, 


And flang the burthen on-the floore: 
thus favage grewe they all, 

That had ben tame and meke as lambe, 
and long at maifters call. 


The common forte, beholding this, 
laft labour, care and toyle, 

And fought, throw fleights and fnatching thifts, 
to thrive and live by fpoyle. 


Nowe dullardes were fo quicke of fence, 
they gan difpute the cafe, 

And fifted finely flowre from branne ; 

and had fo trym a grace, 


A discourse of vertue. 


They could beguyle the mylnar fmoth, 
and make the baker fmyle. 
[t was a world to fee the worlde, 


and worldlings all the whyle! 


When folly wrought by flipper meanes 
to reache beyonde the wyfe, 

As though blynde Bayards boulnes rude 
could blere cleer Argos eyes. 


Yet divelyfhe braynes and depe deceite 
did drive fuch combrous drieftes, 
That plainenes, in a pilgrims wede, 
was put unto her fhieftes. 


True dealing was but cauld a doult, 
or els Gods foole, in deade ; 

Dame flattery claymed frindthips place, 
yet faild her frinde at neade. 


And robbry was good purchace helde, 
and luft was follace fweete ; 

And they were calld the lively laddes, 
that had the quickeft fprete. 


Som faid lords heftes were held for lawes 
but thofe were Chaw/ers woordes ; 

And faith did faile in old prieftes fawes: 
tufhe! all this was but boordes. 


» 


Yet in flat earneft this was trewe: 


the gredy groppt for gaine, 


A discourse of vertue. 


And hungry guts might gnaw their gommes, 
Cae < Oo o 
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and ftill in grief complayne. 


And private profitte prowlde for pence, 
her purfe laye open wyde: 

Thus publike {tate with rufull noyfe 
unto the heavens cryed 


For helpe and fuccour to the harmes, 
that fell on curfed earth ; 

That never yet was pure and free 
from plagues fince Ade/s birth. 


O wytles wightes ! the Goddes faid thoe, 
that fittes above the fkies ; 

O people vayne! why do you pewle, 
and make fuch wretched cries? 


Thinke you, we have forgotten cleane 
the feble force of man ? 

Sawe we not what fhould come to paffe 
ere firft the world began ? 


Yees, fuer, and ordeind goodly lawes 
to ftay your ftrougling ftates ; 
And alwayes helde up jutftice ftill, 
to ende your fharpe debates. 


Are you fo childifhe to beleave, 
though vertue feame to dreame, 
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A discourse of veritue. 


That we will fuffre ftaetly vice 
to ftrive again{t the ftreame ? 


No, no; our lawes fhall linke you fafte 
in leages of love full long ; 

And learne eche man to know his owne, 
and what is right and wrong. 


The pyllars that holdes up the houfe, 
and props unto the fame, 

Are knowen among good workemen all, 
of fuch as buildings frame. 


What comforts kinges and comon weales, 
and keepes the lande in awe, 

But noble rule and threatning fworde, 
and worthy upright lawe? 


Though vertue doe not fhine fo bright 
as fhe was wonte of olde, 

In juftice feate, if you lifte fearche, 
her beames you may beholde. 


At times and termes as temperance tunes 
the ftringes that are amiffe, 

So lawe reformes the wilfull worlde 
when out of fquare it is. 


And juftice fuer fhall never die, 
whyle So/ovs name is knowen ; 

And whiles that wytte and reafon learnes 

each man to know his owen. 


A discourse of vertue. 


Thefe wordes thus fpoke of fearful Gods, 
the world fhranke back for feare, | 
And I belevd myne adell hed 
thefe thinges had dreamed theare. 


FINTS. 


CHURCHYARDES DREAM, 


Written to Mafter William Harbert, Efquiter, 


dwellinge at Sainct Gillians by Cartion 
on Walles. 


Som men affyrm dreams are untrue, 

But what the judgment is of you 

I know not yet; but well I thinke 

They may proceed of meat or drinke 
Receyvd before the fleep we take : 
Complexcions often fancies make ; 

And talke of thyngs oer night befoer, 
Breedes dreams in fom mens heds great ftoer. 
But this you know, the powrs above 

Our earthly veffels heer doth move 

By cowrs as they are of thear kinde, 

And fets the mofhons in our minde ; 

As oen might fay, we nothyng do 

But planets pricks us thearunto. 
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Churchyardes dreame. 


Loek how the heavens order is, 
The earth muft follow: grant me this, 
Than we that of the earth are maed 
Muft needs obay the heavens traed. 
Fowre ellements of eatch ye kno, 

Ar all we feell; the ruell is fo: 

5om won moer mixt thearwith we fe, 
And fubjeét moer than others be 

To them among us heer remayn. 

But what of that? to break my brayn 
About difputing of futch thing, 

Or yet my wits in erors bring, 

I need not feartch fo deep a cace ; 

I fhuld but ron beyond my race. 

Yet of fom dreams that aer devien, 

Let me a lytell heer defien ; 

For privey warnings God doth give 

By fleeps to thoes that heer do live. 

Was not the dreams of kings fought owt 
By Danniell, who maed cleer eatch dovwt, 
That by the faem might ries or fpring ? 
Takes God no caer but for a king? 

Is not the poer to him as deer, 

The meaneft as the greateft peer, 
Thoght on of him? yeas; than, befuer 
By dreams fomtims he doth procuer 

A man to think on things to com: 

A dream may fpeak that feemeth dom; 
“A dream haeth lief, though fleeps full ded 
Breed fancies in an idell hed. 

Som when they waek do foen forget 


Sef ee PPT Ge 


agi hen, Mage. phen hs pes zs 
Churchyardes dreame. 


What fweauons in the night they met, 

And drives the day to end with all, 

And at the length unwaeres doth fall 

In that great floed, or in that ftream, 

That they aer warnd of by thear dream. 

But I, that for to fhon is glad, 

The danger of a dream I had, 

Do tell the faem: loe! this hit was. 

Me thought from hoem as I did pas The dream 
begyns. 

Unto your howfe, you faid that tied Bs 

You had a jorney for to ried: 

A hors you lent me fer the facm, 

So forth we roed and had good gaem: 

We lawght and chukled all the way, 

But, as you kno, that after playe 

Coms caer and forow, fo it fell, 

When I belevd that all was well. 

You frownd, and flang from me far of [f], 

And as I ufed was to {koef, 

I gefted ftill and followed fatt ; 

But you oer roed me at the laft, 

And for I would not tier my nag, 

[ fhapt my felf behind to lag. 

A loen I prickt, and palfray fpord, 

And mutch I thought, yet fpaek no word, 

Save that I faid, with voyce full loe, 

Whate! will my frind forfaek me foe? 

What new told taell doth torn him thus ? 

No taell, a toy hit is, ywus, 

No toy, he is to wies therfore. 


Som thing hit is, yea les or more, 


Churchyardes dreame. 


But what hit is I need not fear, 
For feartch my confience evry whear, 
And cleer it ftandeth in eatch traed, 

To him fince he my freende I maed. 
Thus muefing on mi giltles cace, 

I then began to meand my pace, 

And as the devel! wold hit foe, 

That I ill hap thuld not forgo, 

(When mifcheevs com they fawl on heap) 
My hors did ftart and gan to leap: 

The jaed, I think, had feen a fpriet. 

He maed the fier ries from his feet 

Out of the {toens whear he did tramp. 
Lord! than howe I did ftaer and ftamp, 
And thruft the fporrs in to his fied, 

But girth and faddell baed abied : 

They fell from hors full all to broek, 
And in the myer, flat like an oek 

I lay a long; but what of that? 

Ear I roes up, and found my hat, 

Which laye faft by an elders roet, 

My hors was gon, and I on foet. 

My face with dirt was fo araid, 

Hit maed the hors thear of afraid ; 

For as I ran the jaed to get, 

The poer plain people that I met 
Thoght fuer I had bin clean beftraught . 
Oen gave me way, a nother laught ; 
The third faid, Sir, go wafhe your face. 
But {till I had my beaft in chace, 
And ran, not fwearing, half a myel, 


Churchyardes dreame. 


But toek the jaed agaynft a ftiell : 

By that was curttals bryedell loft, 

And I might ryed (but not in poft) 

On gawldid back and carrayn boens. 
The harneys, faddell, all at oens, 

Was broek, as fayd afoer I have: 

Than could I call no oeftlar knave, - 
Nor face him down; my gear was gon, 
And pickt away by hangers on 

That follow geafts to evry in, 

By fhift fom payre of boets to win : 
Sutch filtchars have fo great a lack, 
They fteall the faddell from the back ; 
But I that brought a faddell out 

Might ried now like a gentil lout. 

Thear was no theef to fhrowd my fhaem, 
But plaen poer Tom to bear the blaem. 
What needs moer words of this to fpeake ? 
Get up I did on hors full weake: 

My girdell was the bridell than, 

Thus rode I like a clean yong man. 

A greater fier was in the ftraw, 

As in the dream me thought I faw 

A further mifcheef after this. 

I founde and felt, loe! this it is. 

As I my jorney thought to take, 

The horffis backe a two it brake ; 

Out {tept his bones, in fell my cors 
Amid the belly of the hors. 

I looked {till whan he would fall : 
He feemd to have no harm at all, 
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And kept the way, and boer it out. 
With that I would have tornd about, 
To fee if all belongd him to 

Would farve as they wear wont to do: 
His lims, I mean, which wear fo foer 
That he had mind to turn no moer, 
But hoemward held, as faft a mayn 
As any jenet could of Spayn, 

Or Iryfh hobby fayre and fat. 

I would not have beleeved that, 

If one had tolde it for no lie, 

But fure I faw it with mine eye, 

As well as in a dream I might ; 

I lay no hed on things by night, 

As in the day I had them feen: 

This was of troeth, and this I ween 
Hath diffrence far; for troeth is found, 
And weenyng dwels on doubtfull ground. 
But fens I com unto this claufe, 

Now will I talke, and fho fom caufe 
Of dreams, and let the matter reft, 

Of my deformed broke backt beaft. 
Yet fhall my pen heer after playn 
Unto my porpos turn agayn. 

Thear was a man, my felf might be, 
That in a dream did think to fe, 

A fargant com with maece in hand, 
Who fayd, Good fir, I pray you ftand: 
I you areft for det, you knowe 

To whom the money you do owe; 
And if you have forgot the fom 
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Unto the counter you muft com, 

And to your accyon anfwer make. 
What, knave! qd. he, thou doeft miftaek 
The man, I think, that thou doeft feek ; 
I owe not all the world a leek: 
Whearfoer I lift not the obaye. 

He drue his fword and maed a fray.» 
Clobbs! cried the fargant, all in fear: 
Out cam the touns men every whear, 
And from the wind mill this dreemd he, 
Whear hackney horfis hyred be: 

This man was driven by plain ftrength, 
And ran in to a church, at length, 

That at Saint Larance laen end ftands, 
Yet cowld not fkaep the fargants hands. 
Forth was he broght, and mannaeft foer, 
But frinds he fownd (to falve the foer) 
Among the fangantts, all on heap, 

So that unto the goet in Cheap, 

He broght was than, and thear to fend 
For frinds to make of this an end; 
Which was fownd owt, and had difcharg, 
And whear he wold he went at larg. 
Loe! thearwith did this man awaek, 
Yet of his dream difcours did maek 
Unto oen Feeld, with whom he lay: 
Who baed him not go forth that day, 
For by a figuer fownd he had, 

If he went forth he fhuld be lad 

Unto the countter, or fkaep hard. 

This man did littell that regard. 
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Think you (q. he) the planets may 
Caufe me to find ill luck this day, 
As though they had the ruell of man ? 
Do what youe will, faid to him than 
His bed fellowe, who ftraightway roes, 
And out of doer full faft he goes. 

The dreamaer followd as he might, 
When cloes wear on and day was light ; 
But he no foenner in the {treet 

But, loe! a fargant did he meet, 

And, as before you told I have, 

Hit came to pas, fo God me fave. 

This is no fable, maed for mirth; 

For by that lord that maed the earth, 
The heavens too, and all thear in, 
Beleeve me nowe this thing haeth bin 
Laet in the raing of Mary, queen, 

And then the proef of this was feen. 
All men have not a gift a like: 

Som god doth warn befoer he ftriek, 
Som have groffwitts, fom heds devien ; 
For divers gracis god doth fien 

To man, as pleafeth him to fhoe: 
Whear for let us confes and knoe 

He maed not man fo viell a thing, 

And fet him heer, as lord and king 
Of all the works he did creat, 

But he taeks caer for mans eftaet, 
And reafons with man every owre, 
And in his veffails ftill doth powre 
What lickor he thynks meet therfore. 


Churchyardes dreame. 


The pot can never boill no moer, 

Than coek doth lift to put thear in, 

For coek maks broth, boeth thick and thin. 
The pottar, likwies, hath in choyce 

In which pot he will moeft rejoyce ; 
Which veffaill is for honour maed, 

And which muft farve a fervyell traed. 
The pottar knoes and fafhons all, 

Els blind and weak we might him call: 
If pot, or any veffeill cleer, 

To other porpos farved heer, 

Than he befoer haeth ordaynd plain, 

To whom the ufe of potts pertain. 

As I might fay, a gardnar good, 

Yet never throwly under ftood 

What weeds and flowrs wear meet to gro 
With in his gardain ; even foe 

Is that as true that God doth want 
Foerfyght of any earthly plant, 

That in his vienyard beareth graepps. 
You grant that God doth give men fhaepps, 
And doth he gyve but form aloen, 

A picktuer wrought of fleafh and boen. 
And lets man think what thought he will, 
Doth not he give him wit and fkyll, 

And fets futch thoughts a mid mans hart, 
As can not com by kind, nor aert. 

If God have geven lief and breath, 

And in his hand have lyef and death, 
How fhould not he, nowe would [I lern, 
The minds of men befoer defern, 
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Eaer they or thought what they fhalbe, 
If God the caufe therof do fe ? 

Than muft they*needs from him proceed, 
As ground and roet of eatch good deed. 
For what weer fleath, that no lief had, 
And lief from feelyng wear as bad, 
And feelyng coms, by reafons loer: 
Than, reafon have we not before ? 

We do receive of God that gift, 

Why than there is no other fhift ; 

But he that putteth in the fame, 

Muft needs be mafter of the game. 

If nought be put into the pot 

It cannot feeth full well, ye wot: 

Who boyls the pot and maks the fier, 
Puts things therin at his defier. 

A broken pot ye call that ftill, 

That neither farvs to good nor ill: 

An needleffe pot God doth not make, 
That will no kynd of licour take. 

What pitchard will for water go, 

Be it not born? than, way this fo. 

No man may thinke a thought, fay I, 
But it is ordaynd from an hie, 

And powred in us by his mean, 

That feith evry thyng full clean ; 

And knoweth well to what entent 
Eatch veffayl at the firft was ment; 
And to futch ufe as they were wrought, 
He letteth them be drawn and brought. 
And boldly now if I durft fpeake, 
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I thynke the makars wit weare weake 
To form a thyng, and doth not know 
To what entent he made it fo. 

Than this muft follow: if he knue 

Of all his works what fhuld enfue, 
Thear cowrs was fet in his foer fight, 
Ear that he maed the daie and night.» 
So needs they muft befall likwies : 
Than fhuld we not no caufe difpies 
That lerns us howe to kno his power, 
Which worketh in us everi owre, 
AVwackpa tlecprataneat; ab telt, 

We mutt find lodging for that geaft : 
Hemwill’cometm ands mace asitocr, 

And knock hard at thy confcience doer, 
And threatten fkorgis for thy fin, 

And fpeak and talk to the with in, 
And tell the things that aer amis, 

And fay, Thow foell! bewaer of this 
Thow ufeft oft; thy God I am, 

That for to warn the[e] hether cam 
To fhon the plaegs for the prepaerd. 
But if this warning be not hard, 

And men in fin ftill fleep and fnort, 
And of futch vifions maks a fport, 
Than fhall they feel no dream hit was, 
When proef of this doth com to pas. 
He that will not be warnd by fleep, 
Whan he awaeks may chance to weep. 
In Skriptuer have I red fom time 


Howe Jhon fawe fowlls to heaven clyme, 
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And Jacob dreamd he fawe the rams 
Leaping this to the choefen lams, 

God doth a peer, yea, evry whear, 

And fleping rownds men in the ear, 

As Joeb doth fay: and I cowld tell, 
Howe divers awéttors fhoes full well, 
That dreams do fignifie to fom 

Great caers and trobulls for to com, 
And unto other fhoes likwies 

Whan mirth and joy thear fhall aries. 

I writ not this as for a creed: 

Let men truft dreams as they fhall need. 
Som dreams fpryng fro a feble brain, 
And fom of ficknes and of pain, 

And other fubjects mani a on, 

Of which I will devies apon. 

In dreams aer dowts and doble freaks : 
Som fleeps yet in his dream he fpeaks, 
And rifeth up yet not a waek, 

And in the howfe mutch noys doth maek : 
He torns the lock and goes his way 
Owt of the doer as at noen day, 

And doth futch thinges as fawlls in hed 
By dream, and after coms to bed. 

He barrs all faft whear he hath byn, 
And never faulls nor breaks his fhin, 
Yet feems to fleep yea all the whyell ; 
But he that feeth the faem may fmyell, 
And wonder at that idell brayn, 
That in the bed is layd a gain, 
Who laet in fleep a broed he fawe, 
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A nother fort will feartch the f{trawe, 
And thruft a knief throwe bed and all. 
What may we nowe this dreamyng call ? 
Of our complexfhons coms this gear, 
No, fuer, of fom mad freak, I fear, 

They ries, they breed, and norrifhtt be, 
And groes in men by fom degre, 

That coftom maks to folowe kynd, 

Or els they fpryng on trobled mind, 

For charged confhens borthend foer 

Of fom fhrewd faét fowl don before, 
Which pricks the inward parts of man, 
That hed nor fancie refts not than, 
Though boddy, as his coftom is, 

Mutt fleep or natuer holds with this. 
Yet whear the confhens is not clean, 
Thear feeks the devell for to lean, 

And leavs no way that may be fought 
To plant ther in difpaired thought ; 
And maks the dreamar lowd to crie, 
Hecoms! I fe him with mine elie ; 

And fweats for fear: this known I have, 
And hard howe fom do ufe to rave, 
And ftart upright as they wear woed. 
Some faye hit cometh of a bloed ; 

A bloed, I fear, as doétors faith, 

That fpringeth of defaut of fayth. 

Som aer of fuch a weak beleef, 

They thinke each moufe fhould be a theef, 
And every rat that runs about 
Should be a devell out of dout. 
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Sutch folke as well daer lye aloen, 

As I dare eat a loed of ftoen. 

God never thought was on that day 

At night ; than how fhould any way 
Sutch helhoundes fleep? of devlyth deeds, 
Nothyng but fearfull dreams profeeds : 
Their minds on mifcheef runs fo faft, 

That feare of God or world is patt, 

As long as they can finde a maet 

To chat with all, to lie or praet, 

In fuertie than; yea all on hoef 

They think they ftand amid their roef ; 
But whan aloen they hap to goe, 

Thear confhens doth accues them foe, 
They may not fyt, ne fleep, nor reft, 

But gnawing worms are in theyr breft, 
And trembling thoghts doth them confound. 
Theas men muft needs now fleep unfound, 
Of whoes mad dreams, fo God mee fpeed. 
I thinke wife folke ought take good heed, 
And give them counfell in this cace, 

And learn them for to feell the grace 
That God doth promes to us all, 

With faithfull hart that to him call. 

Good prayer fuer may falve this greef; 
This is a part of my beleef, 

And for to prove that faieng true, 

I will rehers a thing to youe 

Which hath bin trid and trid againe: 
Whearfore give ear, I lift not fayn. 
I knue my felfe, and of laet dayes, 
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A father, that was much to prayes 
In bringing up his babes eatch on ; 
He myght be calde a parragon 

In teaching youth and ufing age. 


Would God eatch man would wear his bage, 


And feek his lyvrey for to have, 


Than in thear harts they fhould engrave 


The feare of God, his armor coet, 
And all the worfhip that he goet, 
His aermis, his collors and his creft, 
His hoep, his curatts for his brett, 
His fheld, his fword, his enmies rod ; 
And to be fhort, the fear of God 
Was all or moeft of his delite. 

In fleafhly tabuls God did write 
His law, his fear, and bleffed will, 
Far paft the compaffe of our {kill ; 

I mean within the humble mind 
(Of this goodman well bent of kind) 
With parfit {tamp was printed faft 
The law and fear I fpake of laft: 
As all his childern taught he well, 
To oen apart this did he tell, 

(Moer oftnar than unto the reft; 
Perhaps that boy he loved beft) 
How if he would his bleffyng win, 
Than with this ruell he muft begin: 
Firft, evry mornyng whan he roes, 
Before he had put on his cloes, 
He fhould a follem praier fay 
To God to keep him all he day, 
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That he did purpofe well to fpend ; 
And whan the day was brought to end, 
(And fhould repayre unto his bed) 
Another praier fhould be fed 

Before he flept: if this he did 

In evry point, as he was bid, 

The father fayd, that God on hie 
Would bleffe the place whear he did lie, 
And give an angell charge, he fed, 

To keep good watch about the bed, 
That neither feend nor fearfull fight 
Should vexe the filly foul that night. 
His fon that leffon kept full well, 

And never from that order fell, 

But moft devoutly that he ufd 

Till wanton life had him abuefd, 

And made him minde futch follies heer, 
As retchleffe youth doth bye full deer. 
Whofe pleafuers whan the fon had caught, 
The goodly ruell his father taught 

In very deed forgotten was, 

And littell did this yong man pas 

How he the day or night had fpent. 
But heer what plaegs was after fent, 
What reftles fleeps and dreams he had; 
For fom tims, as he had bin mad, 
(When in the bed he down was laid) 
He did futch things as wold have fraid 
The ftowtteft man that treds in fhue: 
And farther moer, I may tell youe, 

He was aferd him felf ful oft, 
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For nothing ftoerd by him fo foft 
(Wythin the chaember that he fleept) 
But thearwith under cloes he crept, 
And durft not {peak of any thing, 

To be of all the world a king. 

Theas fancies did not chang him fo, 
But he had torments many moe, 

Of other fecret fears with in, 

When for to fleep he did begin ; 

Which alttred him on futch a fort, 

I cannot make thearof report. 

Sutch frights and {tartyng in the bed, 
And of his mowth: I have hard fed, 
He thoght he faw, and markt hit wel, 
A thowfand devells owt of hel 

Com ronning on him all at oens: 

Som toer his fleafh, fom broek his boens, 
Some flang him down, as than he thoght, 
And was thearwith in flomber broght, 
But ftil his fancies did him fraem 

To crie alowd on Fhefus naem. 

Yea, futch as flept with him have hard 
That he the bleffed naem prefard 

Of Fhefus fuerly firft of all ; 

And whan thear on this man did call, 
His raeg of ftorms began to flaek, 

And ftreight from fleep he did awaek. 
Than would he loek unto the Lord, 
And fo the fathers ruell record : 
No foener was a prayer faid, 
But fownd as baeb in cradell laid 
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He flept, and hath don oftten fence. 

This provs that under Gods defence 

Man waeks and fleeps, and dreams fomwhiels ; 
And as he at our folly fmiels, 

A genttill warning doth he give, 

Becaufe he would have finnars live, 

And fo convert, for caufis knoen, 

To him that fitts in facred throen. 

He gieds and governs evry whear, 

And brings the hawty harts in fear, 

To mak men knoe from whence we have 
The quiet fleeps and reft we crave. 

I could of dreams mutch moer refit, 

But this fuffifeth that I writ 

To fhoe that dreams of many men 

Aer true; or mofhons, now and then, 

To mak us way, in ballance right, 

That God with wonders works his might ; 
And doth in fleep a meffaeg fend 

(Unto fom purpofe and fom end) 

To man, whoes thoughts and doings boeth 
He feeth, and marks what path he goeth. 
Nowe, to retorn (I think hit beft), 

Whear I did leave, and fho the reft ; 

How that my hors, that jomling jaed, 

To be at home futch labour maed. 

Yet muft I needs now wonder how 

This monftrous thyng could bear me throw; 
But things in dreams, ye kno, may feem, 
That out of dreams no man will deem ; 

As did this to, for who would think 
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(Or in his hed could let it finke) 
That in the bowels of a beaft 

Thus I could ried ; or, at the leaft, 
How hors away fo faft did trot : 
The dream would have it fo, ye wot. 
Now when to ftable doer we cam, 
The royll ftoed ftill as any lam: 
Then did I light and went my wey; 
Thear at the hors began to ney ; 
He maed fo lowd and fhrill a fownd, 


As though in funder fhaekt the grownd: 


I never faw in futcha heat 

(Whan on the earth his feet he beat) 
Ne beaft, nor man, nor lyvyng thyng; 
And as the bruit therof did ryng 
Within your earrs, you cam to fe 
What ruell and revell this might be. 
Wherwith the hors, agaynft his kind, 
In reafon did declaer his mind, 

And fpake in order like a man. 

But when to talk the horfe began, 


You muefd, and all your howfe eatch oen 


That {till ftood wondryng thear apon: 
But loe! he told his taell fo well, 
And fo reherfid every dell, 

How I within his belly roed, 

That you than, without moer aboed, 
In his behalf fayd unto me: 

Is this an honeft pranke of the, 

Firft, to offende me as thou knoeft, 
Than further in thy folly goeft, 
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And breaks the back of my poer hors, 
And after rideft in his cors: 

And not content with that fowl part, 
But here agayn returned art, 

To fet my hart on anger:moer- 
Perchance thou maift repent it foer. 
This fayd, the hors fell down, ftark ded, 
And to another world you fled ; 

And left your wife, your childe, and all, 
To that which after might befall. 

My freend thus gon (q. I), alas! 

Mans life is brittell as the glas ; 

And with the greef that I did take, 

Out of my dream I did awake. 

And when at full I had it fkand 

I tooke my pen and ynk in hand ; 

Yea, ear I had put on my cloes, 

Or out of bed that day I roes, 

This did I write, this did I pen, 

In futch a plyght my bed was then. 
And, by my troeth, with no more time 
I wrate to you this barrayn rime: 
Wherfore afhamd I am to fend 

A matter now, fo bafely pend, 

To any freend or learned man, 

That judgment hath; as well ye can 
Bothe judge and mend the fautes here in ; 
Or, when the like is to begin, 

A better make; yet take in worth 
Sutch fruit as my baer tree brings forth. 
If fweeter appuls cowld it yeeld, 
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Than with fowre wieldings of the feeld, 
And futch dry crabs, new faln from tree, 


You fhuld not thus prefentyd bee. 
But whear thear groes no goodly figs, 


And fprings hard breers and robbifhe twigs, 


Out of futch brambuls feek you not, 
No moer than of hedg weeds are got. 
Howe shuld I hit in Chauw/ers vayn, 
Or toutche the typ of Surrzes brayn, 
Or dip my pen in Patrarkes ftiell, 
Sens conning lak I all the whiell ? 
And baefly have I byn brought up: 

I never fipt on knoledg cup, 

Nor could com neer, the troeth to tell, 
* To drink a draught of that fwete well, 
That fpringeth from Perna/oes hil. 
Wear I oens there to drink my fil, 

Or that fair fowntaine might I keep 
Among the poets thear to fleep, 

I wold fo make my belly {well 

With bibbing of thys worthy well, 
That evry word out of my breft 
Shuld be a fentence at the leatt ; 

And evry fentence from my hed 
Shuld way in weight a pownd of led; 
And evry lyen with pen I wraet, 
Shuld wear garland lawreaet : 

I mean, my {ftiell fhuld be fo hie, 

That it shuld sho I fucked drie 
Pernafoes {pring, and mak men think 
If ever poets pen and ynke, 
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Or well cowtcht liens did praies attayn, 
My vers shuld evry tong conftrain 
To give me lawd: but all a mis, 
And out of frame the matter ts. 

I never knue what Muefis ment ; 

No gift of pen the gods me fent, 

But futch as in wied world I fownd, 
And digged up in ftoony grownd, 
Whear I do tomble up but ftoens ; 
And if I hap a mong the boens, 
Whear any poet hath bin layd, 

Lord God! than well am Ia payd, 
And as good reliks I them hold, 
That is but dros to fpeak of gold. 
Thogh they alyve wear at my call, 
And I could not attain at all 

No part of their deep fecret {kill, 

I shuld be but a hobblar ftill. 

Yet hobbull forth I muft needs nowe, 
For if I fhould let goe the plowe, 
And bakward loke how I have don, 
Than all wear mard I had begon: 
For as the fawts to mend I foght, 

I might in futch difpair be broght, 
That I fhuld fling the pen afyed. 
Shuld every one that shoetteth wied 
Give oer the paftime ? God defend! 
An artchars hand may daily mend, 
A writars fkill may riepper be: 

He ftombleth now that wel may fe, 
And fawll no whit a nother daie. 
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Alas, poer foell! what do I fay 

To help my felf, as thoghe thear might 
Com unto me a cleerer light ? 

No, no, the mift is great, I fe, 

That is betwen the fon and me; 

The black cloudes of unconnyng darke 
Do cover clean the whitor mark 
IMeceke tovitts minroy culate of, 

And biet a peece, but on that loef 
Whear other cuts a cantell great: 

At knowledge doer I do but beat, 


And knock, whan thoufands fteppeth in. 


God knoes, I cannot finde the gin, 

Nor may fet hand apon the latch ; 

Yet take they as great payn that watch 
To enter thear, as thofe, I fay, 

Whom lernyng fhoes the reddy way. 
But they deferve the prayfes moeft 
That knowledge wins in any coeft ; 
And for my luck was never futch 
Taquaynt my felf with knoledge mutch, 
I feeke no prayfe; but thank I crave 
For my goodwill: and for I have 

In verfe fet forth this dream at full, 

In deed I did no fethers pull 

From other byrds, to patch this pluem ; 
But as in hed Thad a ruem; 

Or fancie better might be naemd, 

So all this dream here have I fraemd, 
Accordyng as in thought hit fell, 
Whearfore, I pray you, take it well. 
FINTS. 
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Now noet, you redars of this dream, 
And of the garment rip the feam, 

And fe what lies in folds of cloeth ; 

I mean, marke how this matter goeth, 
And how my dream, againft my mynde, 
Tooke force and vertue as I finde. 

I dreamd I loft a freend in deed, 

Yea, futch a freend who now fhould need 
Will fay that I a jewell loft. 

But now to fpeake that farveth moft 
Unto my dream, and purpofe here. 

The fame felf day, the owre and yere, 
That I did dream my freend was gon 
(And he at layfer lookt thear on) 

The felf fame week, he bad faerwell 

To all the worlde; when paffing bell 

A witneffe was to that a due. 

For xx yeeres the man I knue, 

But if to me (good God would give) 
The grace that I ten {kore fhould live, 

I wear right fuer, in all thefe dates, 

To meet with noen fo worthy prayfe. 

O Harbert! thou doft harber now, 
Whear I, if I could compas how, 
Would have a harbour for my barke: 
But thow in light, and I in darke, 

Are fevred farre, the moer my doell, 
And fuerrer harbred is thy foell. 

In wicked world no harbor is, 

The end of labor is owr blis, 
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Whear Harbvert hugs in Abrahams breft, 
And whear the choefen lambs fhall reft. . 


FINTIS. 


meet ee) ee Ee 
and a Shoemakers Wyef. 


IN Waels thear is a borrow town, 
Carmarden hight the fame, 

Whear dwelt fomtimes a lufty freer ; 
I neede not fho his name. 

This freer was fat and full of fleath, 
a jolly myrry knave, 

Who with the goffips of the town, 
him felf could well behave. 

Thoes welthy wives and thrifty daems 
could never mak good cheer, 

Nor well difpuet of Peeters keis, 
if abfent wear this freer. 

He faid his mattens in thear eares, 
and gofpell at thear bed, 

And fpaerd no farves for the quick, 
nor caerred for the dead. 

With abbotts eas and faering wel, 

this freer fo wantton was, 
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That neither maid, nor married wief, 
his dorttour doer might pas 

Without fome ftop: futch ftaells he laid 
to make them ftomble in, 

That by his lyef men geft he thought 
that letchry was no fyn. 

A loving freer, good fellow like, 
in thoes daies was he held ; 

In evry corner of the town, 
good compneie owt he {meld ; 

And as ye kno, in hauntyng longe 
all fortes of people thear, 

He muft finde out fom baytyng place, 
a miftres fowl or fear, 

A deyntie morfell for his toeth: 
thefe freers lovd well to faer, 

Though fom were pleafd with cheefis ftil, 
fom fownd a better fhaer, 

As did this honeft brother in Chrift, 
by goffeping about ; 

Who, whan he wold a hakney ried, 
had fownd a palfray out: 

A nag mutch of a womans height, 
that ufed for to bear 

Moer facks perchance unto the myl, 
than corn was griended thear. 

I not declaer what trim confaits 
he gave her all the whiell, 

Ear he obtaind the thing he fought, 
howe he his tong could fiell, 

To talk and mince the matter well, 

the better to difgeatt : 
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And how full oft at morrow maffe, 
his myftres could he feaft, 

And after noen to gardens walk, 
and gatherd poefies gaie, 

And woer them cloefly in his cowll, 
as he did farvis faie: 

Nor can not fhoe you half the feats 
he wroght to pleafe his trull ; 

But thofe moeft fit for you to read, 
heer put in riem I wull. 

A fhuemakar, that held a fhop 


farre from his dwelling place, Note, 


A faire wife had, a good brown weantch, 
and com of no il race. 
Som fai of wagegtaills, pretti foells, 
a kindred great and good, 
That knoes what fhears wil farve the torn, 
when fhroes will fhaep a whood. 
The cheef of this great lynnage leads 
thear lives like holly nons, 
That for releef in gadding time 
a bowt the cloifter rons ; 
A catter wawlling oens a week, 
in breath to keep them well, 
Leaft virgins fhuld fom furffet taek, 
when they lead aeps in hell. 
This woman went not out of kind, 
and, fuer, for Simons fake 
She ufd great deeds of charitie, 
and mutch a do did make. 
Saint Simon was a godly man, 
the freer might fo be cald ; 
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I towtch no further leaft he kick, 
for, fuer, his backe is gald. 
A live the man was many yeers, 
fens abbaies wear fupreft, 
And dwelt not farre from Cardief town, 
when written was this jeft. 
But to my taell let me retorn: 
this woman feldom faild, 

The morowe maffe at fowre aclok, 
to fee how Chrift was naild 
Unto the croff: to whom fhe kneeld, 
with boek and beads in fift ; 

And for devofhion many times 
this gentill freer fhe kift. 
At evry Pater nofter whiell, 
which was a prefhoes thyng, 
And Jefus! how hit did her good 
to heer her lubbor fing. 
And whan he tornd about his face, 
and loeked throwe the queer, 
She fkrat her hed, fhe fat on pricks, 
and crept the awter neer. 
This coftom kept fhe many daies, 
the freer thear of full glad ; 
Yet ftill refard his other fport, 
till better time wear had. 
You muft conceyve, this mirry man 
in jeafts and lyght confaits 
His hed was fet, and for the faem 
full oft he laid his baits. 
To lawghe and pas the time away, 
fuch toyes he would devife, 


The Fryers tale. 


That few men, for the mirth therof, 
the matter could difpife. Note. 

Upon a day apoynted was, 
this wife, as was her ufe, 

Should early come to morrow maffe ; 
there might be made no fkuefe. 

She kept her owre, and hard fhe kneeld 
without the dorttour doer: 

The freer cam forth and haeld her in, 
and flang her on the floer. 

Fie, fie, fir freer! fhe cried a pace, 
but what fhould more be fed? 

She was content to take her eafe, 
and léap into the bed. 

And, as myne aucthor doth declare, 
the fownder for to fleepe, 

She had no more apon her thoe, 
than hath a fhoren fheep. 

Syr Szmkin had no poynts to lowfe, 
in, cowll and all, he fkips: 

God fend my freer well forth agayne ! 
the moen was in the clips. 

How long he lay, or what he did, 
ip lOctimiscaniomicl:. 

But at the leyngth the fexton went, 
and range the ferves bell. 

The freer wifht rope about his neck ; 
the mattens was begun 

That he that moern would fing or fay, 
and all the leffons dun. 

Yet up he mutt for fear of check, 

his courfe was com to fies: 
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The night before he tooke his reft, 
to heale his bleared eyes. 

A law there was within that howfe, 
who flept the-farvis out, 

In fraettry fhould be hoyft full hie, 
and whipt like breetchleffe lout : 

Whearfore to tinder boxe he ftept, 
and light a fies in haett ; 

And as he gyrded knotted kord 
full hard about his waeft, 

Lye ftill, fayd he unto his geaft, 
I muft go take fome payn, 

And finge a pfalme within the queer ; 
but I will come agayne. 

Out goes he then: that likte her not, 
fhe durft not lie aloen 

For feare of buggs. Thus leave I now 
a bed this good wife Joen, 

And tell you howe in queer full lowd 
this fhaven kock he kroes, 

And drownd his fellows evry choen, 
he fange fo in the noes: 

But as he tornd the plain fong book, 
full {moethly cowld he fmiell, 

Yet noen of all the covent could 
perceyve him ail the whiell. 

To mend his mirth and make him lawehe, 
a fancie fell in thought : 

He fawe the owner of the beatt 
that he had ryd for nought, 

The housband of the wife, in deed, 

that he in bed had laft, 
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Who walkt with in the churche beneath, 


all careleffe of this craft. 
Be God, thought he, I wyll goe prove 
this man if he do knoe 
His wife by meafuring her foet, 
or mark a pon her toe; 
Por it ifordiiceave the toell; 
and make the wife a ferd, 
He nor his wyef is near the wors, 
a hear not of his berd, 
And I fhall mutch the better be, 
and laughing have at will: 
Thus evry way, and be my luck, 
I fhall have fport my All. 
Down went this good religeous man 
whear hornsby housband walkt, 
And cortchy made, and dowkt full loe ; 
and as he with him talkt, 


Ta have (qd he) known thee right longe, 


and {till, the troeth to fay, 
I have thee fownde a faithfull frend 
in every kynde of way. 
A cuftomar thou haft of me; 
my money I beftowe 
On thee, before all other men 
that dwels within thy rowe. 
And to be playn, I love thee well, 
and playner now I am; 
Than, give good eare, I fhall declaer 
whearfore to thee I cam. 
But wife and waerly ufe my words, 
and keep my councell boeth: 


Note. 
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Thy promis is fufficient band ; 
I will no further oeth. 
This man full well he knue his good, 
who cortched to the grownd: 
Sweet fyr (qd he) tell on your mind, 
I am your beadman bownd. 
Thou knoeft, my neybor, men must live, 
and have a wentch fomtime, 
And we, poer freers, muft keep it cloes, 
for fear of open crime. 
It wear a fpot unto our houfe, 
a {klandor to our name, 
When we have fport, if all the world 
fhuld underftand the fame: 
For God himfelf doth give us leave, 
as thou haft hard ear nowe, 
Althoughe the world we do diffeave 
in keping of our vowe. 
I am to long in preaching thus, 
and time I do abues: 
Ihave a wentch for whom thou muft 
go make a pair of fhues: 
Let them be good; when I thee pay, 
a penny more to boet 
I thal the[e] give. I lake (qd he) 
the meafuer of her foet. 
Than boldly fpake this bare foet freer : 
by God, that fhalt thou have, 
If thou keep clofe and follow me, 
els call the freer a knave. 
The ftreight playn path to dortter, than, 
they tooke the way full right, 
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The freer before ; but you muft note, 
it was not full day light, 

Wherfore the man cam farre behind, 
the freer went in a pace, 

And caufd his wentch, the others wife, 
right cloes to hide her face. 

When entred was this honeft man, 
put forth thy foet (qd he) 

The freer, I mean, which at that time 
the bolder man might be. 

She thruft her leg out of the bed, 
but hed faft under cloes 

She kept; and curft the faufie freer 
a hundreth times, God knoes. 

The workeman tooke his meafure well, 
and had“no further caer ; 

The freer well laught within his fleeve, 
thus pleafed both they aer. 

But how the wife contentid was, 
let wyves be judge here in, 

That from their housbands bed fomtim 
in futch like cace hath bin. 

Yet let me fhoe how fhe did quake 
and tremble all the whiell, 

And wifht the roeprip hangd full hie, 
that did her thus begiell ; 

And how for feare her body was 
on water every part, 

Here after fhall you kno likewife 
what hate was in her hart, 

Which for the time fhe coverd wel, 

and near a word fhe fpake. 
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Her husband haefted to his fhop, 
and fo his leave did take. 
I have a payre of fhues (qd he) 
(which I fhall bryng a non) 
All reddy made; for my wives foet 
and hers I think both oen. 
Ye fay the troeth, good moen, thought fhe, 
the freer hath playd the knave ; 
Make for your wife what shues ye dit, 
the meafure twife you have. 
The freer rons forth, the man went hoem, 
the woman lay a fpace, 
As fhe had bin in fwadlyng clowts, 
and durft not sho her face. 
When she had found her felf aloen, 
she roes, and {peed did make 
To be at home ear her goodman 
his breakefaft cam to take. 
As in her houfe she did arive, 
she bard the doer full faft, 
And burft a weepyng like a babe, 
and this she fayd at laft. 
O, he shameles knave! not pleafd to fpoill 
me of my wively fame, 
But at my fautes thy frantik hed 
muft make therof a game. 
Could not my breatch of wedlockes band 
content thee, but in fpyt 
Thou mutt devife fo leawd a fact, 
my fayth with frawd to quyt? 
Howe dydft thou knoe, I durft not {toer, 
that towtched was fo neer? 
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I might have fkapt my housbands wrath, 
but thou hadft bought it deer. 
If I had fpoek, as oens I thoght 
to do, my fear was futch, 
Thy folly had bin tentimes moer, 
though mien were very mutch: 
He might have toke his wife again, 
and knockt full well thy paet, 
And fhavd thy crowne a nother fort 
than fawls for thien eftaet ; 
Or els he might have fhaemd us boeth, 
and fo refuefd his wief: 
I could have livd, but whear woldft thou 
have led a frears lief ? 
O beaftly wretch! that of thy felf 
haft had fo {mall regard : 
As for the knavery fhewed to me, 
I will it well reward ; 
Not for the mallice due therfore, 
but that I minde to leave 
Example to thy fellows all 
how they their frinds difceave. - 
Did I procuer thee to this deed ? 
did not thy gofpels fweet, 
And momblyng oft, make me beleve 
a devill was no fpreet ? 
Didit not thou feeke me every owre, 
to fho me thy good will? 
And brought me grapes and goodly fruets 
among my goffips ftil ? 
Thou caerft not if ten couple of hounds 
did follow me full faft, 
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And I a fox wear in the field, 
fins now thy geer is patft. 
Did not thy flyryng face full oft 
frame me thus to thy fift ? 
Than waft thou hot, now art thou cold, 
or warms the whear thou lift. 
A warmyng place within the towne, 
here after mayft thou lacke, 
And mis perchance fo meet a feat 
to drinke a cup of facke. 
Thou keepft not futch a diet ftill, 
nor art not fo prefies, 
But as the thirft doth com agayn, 
thy appetite will ries. 
I pray to God it be my lot 
to fee theematithatiitays 
So thus the woman held her peace, 
and out she went her way 
Unto the market, for to feeke 
futch thinges as hozwives doe: 
You know, that have more {kill than I, 
what doth belong theartoe. 
The poer man brought the freer his shues, 
and thought no harm thearin, 
And to his labour did return, . 
his living for to win. 
His wief and he, as they wear wont, 
full quiet dayes did lead: 
He near perceyved by her shue, 
whear she awry did tread. 
She went as upright in the ftreet, 
and with as good a grace, 
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And fet apon her follies paft, 
in deed as bold a face, 
As she that never maed offence ; 
for cuftom breeds a law, 
And maks them keep their countnance trim 
that ones have broek a {traw. 
Well, all the winter paffed forth 
this couple at theyr will, 
The wief her counfell kept full cloes, 
the poer man ment noen ill; 
But as the fpryng cam on a pace, 
the freer waxt wanton toe, 
And fayn would nag; but credit loft, 
he knue not whear to wooe, 
And fo bethought him of the prank 
he playd in way of fport, 
And fought to falve the foer agayn, 
with words and medfons short. 
So he devifed amends to make, 
and turn hit to a geft, 
And thought to laugh the matter out, 
as it was meet and beft. 
And as by chance he met this wief, Note. 
God fpeed, fweet hart, (qd. he) 
I marvell why thefe many dayes 
you are fo f{trange to me. 
The fowlers myrry whiftell now 
mui{t needs betray the byrd ; 
The wielly wief now shaept her tong 
torsive theireeqacird.: 
Not ftrang (qd. she) but that in faith 
I did unkindly take 
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The part ye playd; and yet I thought 
it was for favours faek, 

Or for fom mirth: for if of fpight 

it had byn wrought, I kno 

I should have had fome shaem ear this, 
but fuer I finde not fo. 

1 {wear by good faynt Francis, daem, 
the troeth thou fayft in deed ; 

Whearfoer let pas futch follies old 
that may nue quarrels breed. 

And be my freend; thou haft good wit, 
thou knoeft now what I mean: 

Let all old jefts, long gon and paft, 
be now forgotten clean. 

The wief, thus findyng fortuen good 
to compas that fhe would, 

A gentill liemtwig gan she mak 
to tak the freer in hold ; 

Yet shaept to fave them harmles boeth 
from blot and worldly shaem, 

And quit the knack, fo she might laughe, 
and have thear at fom gaem. 

Well, fir (quoth she) I kno at full 
the meanyng of your mind, 

And would to God fom honeft way 
for you now I might find. 

My husband haply may me mis 
if | should com to you, 

Than, our old fatches will not farve 
we muft devies a nue. 


, 


A collour muft the paynter caft 
on poefts and patched wawls: 
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Who taeks away a {tomblyng ftock 
shall freely fkaep from fawls. 
A jellows toye is taken foen, 
a trifull breeds miftruft ; 
Great danger folows fowll delits, 
as {klander folows luft. 
If will be won with worldly shaem, 
the pleafuers torns to payn; 
Whearfor we need a doble cloek 
to keep us from the rayn. 
When that my husband is in shop, 
if you the pains will taek 
To com unto my howfe betimes, 
thear we will myrry maek. 
But com as foen, and if youe may, 
as any dale apeers ; 
The way ye knoe unto my howfe, 
hit ftandeth by the Freers. 
I wyll, fayd he, and fight thear with, 
fo wrong her by the hand ; 
But littell of the matter yet 
the foel did underftand. 
As beettell brains are broght in breers, 
before they fe the fnaer, 
So this wife wodkok in a net 
was caught ear he was waer. 
The time cam on, the freer was there, 
and up the ftayers he went. 
A cup of malmfie (qd. the wife) 
now would us boeth content 
The littell boy that is beneath 
shal foen go fetch the fame. 
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Take money with thee, qd. the freer: 
fo thus goes down the dame 

Unto the boy, and bad him run 
unto the shop above, 

And bid his maifter com in haeft, 
if he his wief did love, 

For fick she was. But, boy, qd. she, 
than, trodg thowe for the drink. 

O boy! I fear that I shall fownd 
befoer thow com, I thinck. 

Out flings the lad, up goes the wife, 
and-at a windowe pride, 

Untill at length farre of[f] ful well 
her husband had she fpyde. 

Alas! go hied the quickly, freer, 
fayd she, if that thow can, 

For heer at hand, I do not fain, 
thear commeth my good man. 

Heer is no cornar to get owt, 
ful woe is me ther foer! 

Nowe shal we by our paftime deer, 
and pay for pleafuers foer. 

Now all the myfcheef wilbe mien, 
becaufe I have the heer ; 

Nowe shall my honeft naem be broght 
in queftion by a freer. 

Wel, nowe thear is no nother fhift, 
but heer the bront to bied, 

Except that in this littel cheatt 
thy felf nowe canft thowe hied. 

Now chues thow whether open blaem, 

or fecret prifon fweet, 
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In theas exftreams and haeft is moeft 
for prefent myfcheef meet. 
The freer to find fom reddy help, 
was pleafd and well a paid, 
So in the cheaft this great wies man 
is crept ful foer afraid. 
She lokt the fame, and clapt the keys . 
clofe under bolftor fuer, 
So layde her down apon the bed, 
and did foer fits enduer, 
Or faynd to feell about hir brett ; 
futch grieps fhe fayd fhe felt, 
The groening of the fame did make 
her husbands hart to melt. 
How now, deer wife! what ayleth thee? 
the fimple foule fayd than ; 
Fie, wief! pluck up a womans hart. 
Yea, husband, God knoes whan, 
Quoth fhe, if aquavite now 
I drinke not out of hande, 
I have a ftitch fo foer, God wot, 
I can nor fit nor ftand. 
Thou haft a bottell in the houfe, 
I daer well fay, qd. he, 
Of aquavite laetly boght, 
thear may no better be, 
Within thy cheaft: where are thy keyes? 
I kno not, by my life; 
Said fhe, you fet moer by a lock, 
than you do by your wief. 
Ye wus, and ye wear ficke, I fhould 
the locke right foen up break. 
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The goodman went unto his shop, 
the wief began to {miell. 

When she had fent away the boy, 
all thinges in quiet wear ; 

She roes and went to eafe the freer, 
that lay half dead for fear : 

Which refurrection who had feen 
muft needs have laught at leatt ; 

Firft how he lay, than how he loekt, 
and trembled like a beatt. 

Nowe am I quit, q. she, fir freer, 
and yet you aer not shaemd, 

And throw a woman who you {kornd, 
your folly nowe is taenid. 

This tael fo ends, and by the faem 
you fe what freers have byn ; 

And howe theyr outward holly lives 
was but a cloek for fin. 

Heer may youe fe howe plain poer men, 
that labors for thear foed, 

Aer foen diffeavd wyth fottel fnaeks, 
of wicked ferpents broed. 

Heer, under clowd of matter light, 
fom words of weight may pas, 

To make the leawd abhoer fowl lief, 
and fe them felves in glas. 

Heer is no terms to ftoer up vice ; 
the writtar ment not foe, 

For by the foill that folly taeks, 
the wies may blottes goe. 

The moer we fe the wicked plaegd, 

and painted plain to fight, 
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The moer we pace the pacth of grace, 
and feek to walk upright. 


FINTS, 


THE SIEGE OF EDENBRO@e 
Caftell in the xv yeer of the raigne of our fove- 
raigne Lady Queen Elizabeth : at whiche fervice 
Ser William Druery, Knight, was general, 
havyng at that time under him thefe 


captaynes and gentlemen 


folowyng. 
The names of the Captaines Lhe Gentilmens 

that had chardge. names. 
Sir Francis Ruffell. Sir George Carye. 
Captayne Read. Sir Henrie Lee. 
Captayne Eryngton, M. Thomas Cecyle. 
maifter of the ordinance M. Mighell Cary. 
and provoft marfhall, M. Thomas Sutton. 
Captayne Pyckman. M. Cotton. 
Captayne Yakfley. M. Kelway. 
Captayne Gamme. M. Dier, 
Captayne Wood. M. Tylney. 
Captayne Cafe. William Killigrue. 


Captayne Sturley. 


The Siege of Edenbrough Castell. 


As caufe fell out and brought in matters new, 

(And bluddy minds fet many a broyl a broetch) 

So fouldiers fwarmd, and lowd they trumpet blew, 
Whofe founde did fhoe at hand did warrs aproetch ; 
Than marthall men, in coats of iron and fteell, 
With great regard did waite on cannon wheell, 
And in the feeld a noble martch they maede 

, To practife fhot, and fkowre the rufty blade. 


But whan the campes fet foet on Scottifh ground, 
(Although the powre and crue was veri fmall) 

They fhaept them felves, at drom and trompet fownd, 
With pufh of pyke to give the prowd a fall: 

The quarell good the force redoubleth ftill, 

And bold attempt maks way with boe and bill. 

It is not {ftrength alone that wins the goell; 

Wher currage coms, thear fortune deals her doell. 


A wonder great to fe fo {mall a band 

In forrayn foyll to feek for any fame : 

Dreldom hneee itchy matter taen in hand 

That conqueft gets, and fkapeth free from blame. 
Bewaer, I faye, the men whoes minds aer good, 
And mark the plage of thoes which fucketh bloed : 
Gain{t thorns they kick that rons to wilfull fpoyll, 
Thear confiens prick that give juft folk a foyll. 


O Neroes broed! O blody butchars viell! 

That ftriketh down the heds that holds you up. 
O wicked {naeks! O ferpents full of wiell! 
That Wed?or brings, yet gives a poyfned cup. 
DD 
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O Syrens fals, that fweetly fings a charm 

That fpoyls your felvs, and doth your cuntrey harm. 

O people vayne! that cuts the branches downe 

That ftayes your ftaet, and {till mentayns your crowne. 


Your dealyngs rafh, and wretched revels rued, 

With fticks did ftoer from hive the quiet bees ; 

Your gracles hands in giltleffe bloed imbrued, “ 
Was in futch fort difdaynd of all degrees, 

That needs muft com fom force, with mayn and might, 
To take up wrongs, and fet your ftaet aright. 

The cut throet knief in theath could feldom reft, 

Sutch mifcheef lorkt and lodgd in lawleffe breft. 


Ye neyther fpard the hieft hed nor foet, 

The cheefeft branch, nor yet the meaneft fpray, 
But in your rage to ryve up all by roet 

At fulleft prime, ye foght the reddieft waie ; 

But he that holds in hand the horfis rain, 

Whan fteed bolts owt, cawls Bayard back a gain, 
And fo God fent, amid your retchles raeg, 

A quenfching coel your fury to a fwaeg. 


Of zeall and love to knit your harts in peace, 
And ftop the {tream that oer the banks did ron, 
A noble queen, whoes lief our Lord encreace. 

A ftiklar was ear greater greef begon ; 

But ftordi minds ftoed ftifly in thear cace, 

Tyll feble force gave roering cannon place ; 

Than faft in fort they clapt them felvs with fpeed, 
And maed defence to fave the prefent need. 
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A caftell {trong that never noen affayld, 

A {trength that {toed on mownt and mighti rack, 

A peerles plot that all waies haeth prevayld, 

And able was to fufer ani fhock 

The enmie choes; and fuer the feat was futch 

That might harm all, and feaw or noen cowld tutch, 
And thought to be the only fort of faem 

Moft meet and fit to bear a maidens naem. 


Yea, fondrie kynges with fleight did feeke her fpoyll, 
And threatned oft to throe her in the duft, 

But non could boeft he gave this mayde a foyll : 
With labour loft fhe farvd their gredy luft, 

And ftill fhe {toed like fun among the ftarrs 

(Lyke pucell puer, a perll in peace and warrs) 
Which would not, fuer, be bought for gold nor good, 
Nor yet well won without great loffe of blood. 


This lofty feat and lantern of that land 

Like loed ftarre ftoed, and loekt oer evry ftreet ; 
Whearin thear was a ftout fufficient band 

That furnifht wear with corrage, wit, and fpreect, 
And wanted nought that farvd for their defence, 
Or could in fien repulfe their enmies thens: 
Well ftoerd with fhot, yea fuer, boeth good and great, 
That might far of at will the cuntrey beat. 


The caftell {toed fo ftrongly, noet it well, 
‘There was no way but one taprotche the fame, 
And that felf thing was fuer a fecond hell ; 

For fmothryng fmoke, for {hot and fiery flame 


204. Lhe Siege of 


It fkowrd the ftreets, and bet the houfes down, 
And kept in awe eatch laen within the town: 
Nee man nor child could ftoer in oppen fight, 
But they wear fuer apon fom {hot to light. 


With thondryng noyes was fhot of[f] roeryng Meg, 


And throw the thickft fhe thompt orethawrt the waies ; 


And whear fhot lyght hit fhavd of aerm or leg, 
As thoughe an axe had cut down lyttell fprayes : 
The bullets ftil cam whizzing by their cheeks 
That prowld about, and fodain danger feeks ; 
Here groened oen, and there another lies, 

That went to farre, or whear blind bullet flies. 


The lively flock that daer do mutch in deed, 

Do catch a clap, ear caufe requiers the faem ; 

So fom, perhaps, for want of takyng heed, 

Did feell the lafh, as flie that fauls in laem: 

But whan of force they muft the battrie plant, 
The foldiar fhoes he doth no corrage want ; 

Som beat the lowps, fom ply the walls with thot, 
And fom fpy out whear vantage may be got. 


For faefties faek of futch as lay a broed, 
A trentch was maed to hold the enmye fhort : 
With powlder ftill thear peecis faft they loed, 
To fkowre the place whear foldiars did refort. 
Now might you fe the heds flie up in ayre, 
Now cleane defaeft the goodly buildyngs fayre ; 
Now ftoens faull down and fill the emptie dikes, 
And lufty ladds avance the armed piekes. 
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Nowe cannons roerd and bullets bownft lyk bawls, 

Nowe throwe the throng the tronks of wieldfier flue, 
Nowe totring towrrs tyept down with rotten wawls, 
Nowe fom pakt hens that never faid a due ; 

Nowe men wear known, and corraeg plaid his part, 


Nowe cowards quaekt and corft all foldyars aert, 
Nowe eatch device of death was dayly fought, 
And noble faem and lief was deerly bought. 


Heer muft you noet, how they with in that hold 
In warlyk fort a counter battry maed, 

And on thear bravs began to be fo bold, 

They thought to lern our men a fyenner traed 
(In ufing fhot and planting cannons thear) : 

So hoeping thus to put our camp in fear, 

They plyed a pace thear practies evry way, 
With yron bawls to mak the foldyars play. 


And grazing oens apon a peece we had, 

They drove a way fom gonnars from thear place: 

At vew thear of the enmies waxt fo glad, 

They ftowtly ftoed a gainft us face to face. 

What ruell is this? qd. than our generall ftreyght : Note; 
Whear aer theas ladds that flynks a way by fleyght ? 

He fkarce defarvs to wear a foldiors coat, 

That haeth in deed his dueti thus forgoet. 


But loe! the bront of mifcheef was fo great, 
A[s] feawe or noen, godwot, did that they oght. 
He, feing that, ftept in a mid the heat, 

And in his hand a fmoking lyntftock brocht, 
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And fo gave fier, to fhoe howe coraeg muft 
His credit fave, whan he is put in truft. 

A part well plaid, a paffing point of fkill, 
That tries great mind, and blaeffeth mutch good will. 


The gonnars than fhot of a ringing peall 

Of cannons great, and did futch cunning fhoe 
That evry man might fe what love and zeall, 
And good regard they had to contry thoe; 

For in {mal time fo neer thear mark they weent, 
That, ftreight as lien, in cannon mowth they fent 
A thot of owrs, that full twelve intches bears, 
Wich all to toer thear peece a bowt thear ears. 


That cut the coms of many a bragging kock 
That broek the gawll, or gawld the hors to foes 
That was the keye or knak that piekt the lock 
That maed fom mues th{e]y tryumpt mutch befoer: 
Yea, that was hit that mard thear market quit, 
And dawnted had thear harts in great defpit ; 
For after this they gan to {tep a back, 

And fawe at hand cam on thear ruen and wrack. 


A littell harm doth breed a great miftruft; 

A fimple ftorme maks fom on feas full fick, 

A feeble poef of wind doth raies up duft, 

A littell falve full fuer can towtch the quick ; 

A {mal attempt maks mighty matters fhaek, 

A filly fpark a foddain fyer doth make, 

An eafi proef brings hard mishaps to pas, 

As this declaers whear all theas mylcheeves was. 
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The happy shot that braek their peece in twayn 
Difcorraegd clean the boldnes of our foes. 

When battails join in feeld and open playn, 

Full foen is feen whear that that the concqueft goes ; 
For unto futch that fuer and ftowtly ftand 

Good fortuen coms in torning of a hand: 

Yea, whan mans force doth faint and feble waxe, 
Down weapons goe, and ftreight they torn their backs. 


And fet the world agoyng oens a due, 

It is mutch like a ftream that hath no ftay : Note. 
To late comes wit to give them corrage nue, 

That fear before hath taught to run away. 

What would you more? the Skots did haft them thens 
Wheare firft they {tode, and fought to make defence, 

And cloefly kept the caftell as they might, 

Not willyng oft to come in open fight. 


Yet ear thefe things could well be brought to pas, 
With bafkets byg and thinges to farve the turne, 
A croffe the ftreet a travers made there was, 
Whiels for a fhift wet ftraw and hey did borne, 
And for to plant fom playing peeces thear 

A mount was rayfd, which kept the foe in fear: 
The gunners fuer thear dueti throwly did, 

And at that tied was no mans farvyce hid, 


The enmies loekt for fucker out of France, 
Or help at hoem, if matter fo fell out, 

For divers thyngs might drop to them by chance, 
That reafon thought wear hard to bryng a bout ; 
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For hoep denyes that hap or hazard bryngs ; 
Good luck is fwift as fwallow under wings, 
And thoghe at firft hit coms not that we crave, 
At laft fom help by fortuen men may have, 


Thear frinds far of, and propps at hoem lykwies, 
With great affaires foer greved wear the whiell ; 


And France, ye knoe (whear blod for vengance cries) 


Had mutch a doe for wikked murthers vyell ; 
A matter ftrange that nowe I muft {kip oer, 
To wryte at full of things I fpaek befoer. 
Thus in extrems the Skots did ftand with in, 
Moer lik to loes than yet to fave or win. 


For evry day our men did creep fo neer, 

And bet the wawlls fo flat unto the grownd, 

That in fhort time thear durft not one apeer 

To maek defence, or at the breatch be fownd ; 
Yet ftowtly long, and with mutch manhoed boeth, 
In danger great they ftoed, I tell you troeth, 

And kept thear ftrength as fafly as they might, 
Though all in vain they toyled day and night. 


In evry part they wear fo throwly plyed 
With foldiars fleyghts, with fhot and fharp afawt, 
That in the end they wear full fain to hied 
Thear heds from bobs in hollow caves and vawt. 
Firft did they loes the Sporre, a place ful ftrong, 
Which foer anoid the town and foldiars longe, 
And, driven thens, they wear in fine right glad 
To keep futch fkowp as eafly might be had. 
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A kind of fhot, that we great bombards call, 
Did vex thear wits and brought mutch fear in deed, 
And whear that hueg and mighty ftoen did fall 
In weaklings brains it did great wonders breed ; 
A princis powre doth many a practies fhoe 
Beyond the reatch of common peoples boe ; 
And whan their harts are daunted with device, 
Their corrage thoe is held of littell price. 


And fondrie drifts with out aer put in eur, 

Whan they with in do dwell on dreedfull dowts. 
Who is betrapt in penfold cloes is fuer 

At need to want a broed boeth ayd and fkowts, 
And fubject ftill to mutins and revolt ; 

And wilfull ladds, and youth, as wield as colt, 

In whom whan toyes and fodain mifcheef fawls, 
They threat to fling thear captains oer the wawls. 


Thoghe wies and waer the cheef and leadars be, 
Yet rued and raefh the roeflinge roiftarrs aer ; 
And whan in fort the bands can not a gre, 

The foldiars waxe as mad as is Martch haer : 
Now do they jarr, than murmor, mues and fkowll, 
And fall from words to brawls and quarrels fowl, 
And fhonning death do feek thear lives to fave 
By any means and way that they may have. 


Whan futch uproerrs is raiefd and fet a gog, 
Thear folows ftreight a ftorm and flawe of wind, 
Than fom perforce muft lern to leap the frog, 
And lyght full loe, for all thear lofty mind. 
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The danger drivs futch divlyfhe nayels in hed, 
That throw difpayr mans hoep is ftreken dead. 
Thear might by chance, for any thing I knew, 
Sutch byells borft out among the Skotith crue. 


Our mownts were maed fo mutch to our a vaill, 


Our gonnarrs cowld difmownt what peece they wold ; 


No marvell thoghe thear harts with in did quaill, 
Who did at hand thear own decay behold. 
Thear powlder faild, thear water waxed fkant, 
Thear hoep is fmall that doth munifhon want: 
When with warm bloed the waeter cold is boght, 
Death maks difpatch, and fells the lief for noght. 


In fom great need the caftell ftoed that time, 
When on the breatch our fhot and cannons plaid ; 
And for thaffault we had not far to clime, 

Nor mutch to doe when things were wiefly waid, 
Save that eatch wight that led his felows on 
Koekt all for faem when breth and lief was gon, 
And frankly fwoer to die or win the feat, 

Or pas the pieks by fword and dangers great. 


A fre confent of faithfull foldiars than 
A mong the cheef was fownd by vewe of face. 
Afawlt, afawlt! cried every forward man, 

The day is owers, we will poffes the place, 

Or leave our boens and bowells in the breatch. 
Tys time, qd. they, to charge and not to preatch : 
Difpuet no moer, the greateft dowt is paft, 
Lets win or loes, fens now the dice aer caft. 


Eidenbrough Castell. 


With that cam in the generall, full of joye, 

And thankt them all that to the afawt wold goe. 
As you this daye, qd. he, your livs employ 

In farves of our noble queen ye knoe, 

So if I live, my pors, my powr and all 

(To ferve your torns) fhall reddy be at call: 
Thries happy is that captain, fuer in deed, * 
That haeth in camp futch foldiars at his need. 


A thowt full thrill, as lowd as larum bell, 

In trentch, in tent, and town throw out a roes. 
The Skots encloefd, that fat like fnayl in fhell, 
By bruet of this their fatall deaftny knoes ; 

And findyng voyd theyr hoep and connyng clean, 
They thought it beft for lief to maek fom mean, 
And rather yeld (ear fword the matter tried) 

And fuffer fhaem, than fo affaut to bied. 


Yet divers proves wear maed the breatch to vew, 
And fom wear flayn that did affayl the faem ; 
And whan our men therof the fecrets knew, 

And found the way to put eatch thing in fraem, 
A band or two, with fom of right good race 


(When drom did found) did forward martch apace, 


And fully bent, refolved leffe and moer, 
To win the fort, or loes their lives thearfoer. 


Now noble mynds ftept out in formoft rank, 

And fkornd to be the laft fhould give a charge: 
His hap was beft that could difarve moft thanke, 
And might by death his contreys faem enlarge ; 


Lin site 
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But he moeft viell that could no valuer fhoe, 
And he embraft that to the breatch would goe: 
A time was com to trie who triumpht moeft, 


Who toek moeft payns, and who did brag and boeft. 


And, in efect, the foldiars all wear glad 
To mak fhort work and fe what hap wold doe; 
But, as I faid, when that our enmies had 

Well waid theas things, and pawfd apon hit toe, 
They wear content, in plain and fimple fort, 
Unto our queen to yeld and give the fort. 

Loe! heer how foen the ftrong becoms full weak, 
And out of fhraep fly cocks, and fo crie creak. 


THE PRAY 


of our Souldiars. 


WOULD God my pen might be your tromp of faem 


To fownd the praies that you defarved thear! 

O marfhall men! that feeks but noble naem, 

Ye oght of right be honord evry whear. 

To you I fpeak, on whom the burthen lies 

Of warre, and doth by fword and farvice ries, 
Who fpaers no charg nor pain in princis right, 
When ftaet muft ftand by ftowt and manly fight. 


Your harts aer futch, you haet at hoem to bied, 
Whan any bruet or voyce of warrs is hard. 


A praise of Souldiors. 


A fhaemd in ftreet on foet cloth heer to ried, 
Whan forward minds in feele[d] fhuld be prefard, 
And fkorning pomp and pivifhe pleafurs vain 
For true renowne, ye troedg and toyill a main 
Whear danger dwels and heapps of hazards aer, 
And hardnes great you find with hongrie faer. 


You ward the day, and watch the winters night, 
In froft, in cold, in fon and heat alfo; 

You aer fo bent that labor feemeth light, 

And in the {teed of joy you welcom woe. 

For wealth you taek futch want as doth be fall, 
Not fhunning greef, but tafting forrows all: 
Moer glad to die than live with blaem or blot, 
Moeft redy ftill whear leaft is to be got. 


And leaft exfteemed of all the men that lives, 
(Lik hackney hors caft of when torn is farvd) 
Yet aer you thoes that greateft honor gives 

(If world may judg what foldiars have dezarvd) 
Unto your prince ; for you aer paell and park 
To keep the deer, and lanterns in the dark, 

To fhoe them light that ells at plain noon daye 
Might ftomble down, or fleely fhrink a waye. 


Who bieds the bront, or who bears of[f] the bloes, 
But you a loen? yea, who doth fho his face 

In time of need a mong our forrain foes, 

Or boldly faith, let me fuplye your place? 
Toefhe! thats a taell was never hard nor feen, 
That any one, to ferve a king or queen, 
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Did ftrive with you, or ofred half fo much 
For faem as they who now theas verfys tutch. 


Whearfore ftep out, and bear a brantch of bayes, 
In fien of world the victors fuer you aer ; 

For this I knoe, in right refpeét of praies 

And worthy lawd, may noen with you compaer : 
You may be calde the awfull marfhall band, 
The jewels gaye and garlands of the land, 

The budds of faem and blofoms of renowne, 
The contreys hoep and beawty of the crown. 


Now muft you mark, I mean not hierlings heer, 
Note. Nor fommer birds and fwallows for the time, 

That wagis taeks and farvs but oens a yeer, 

And fprowts a whiell as flowrs do in the prime; 

But thoes whoes minds and noble manners fhoes 

In peace and warr, loe! thear a foldior goes 

Of lief moeft cleer, of deed and word full juft, 

In triall ftill a man of fpefhall truft. 


LINTIS. 


THE WHOLE ORDER 


how oure Soveraigne Ladye Queene Elizabeth was 
receyved into the Citie of Briftow ; and the 
{peaches fpoken before her prefens at 


her entry, with the refidue of verfis 
and matter that might not be 
fpoken (for diftance of the 
place) but fent in a boek 
over the waetter. 


At the hie Croffe in a difgifed manner [toed Faem, 
very orderly fet forth, and poke as followeth, by 
an excelent boy. 


NE fleet of foet, nor fwift of wing, 
nor fkarce the thought in brett, 
Nor yet the arrowe out of boe, 
nor wynde that feld doth reft, 
Compaers with me, quick worlds report, 
that fom calls Plying faem: 
A bruet of prayes, a blaft of pomp, 
a blazer of good-naem ; 
The only lawd that kyngs do feek, 
a joy to eatch eftaet ; 
A welcom freend that all men loves, 
and noen a live doth haet, 
Saluets the Queen of raer renowne, 
whofe goodly gifts devien 
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Throw earth and ayre with glory great 
fhall paffe this tromp of mien. 

And knowyng of thy commyng heer, 
my duetty bad me goe 

Before unto this prefent place, 
the nues therof to fhoe. 

No foenner was pronownft the name, 
but baebs in ftreet gan leap; 

The youth, the age, the ritch, the poer, 
came runnyng all on heap; 

And clappyng hands, cried maynly out, 
O bleffed be the owre! 

Our queen is comming to the town, 
with princely trayn and powre. 

Than collors caft they oer the wawls, 
and deckt old howfis gaye ; 

Out flue the bags a bout afayrs, 
that long a hording laye. 

A fid they fet thear townithe trathe, 
and works of gredy gayen, 

And tornd thear toils to fports and mirth, 
and warlike paftimes playn: 

As fhalbe feen to morn in feeld, 
if that your highnes pleas, 

Whear duetie haeth deviefd by art 
a fhoe on land and feas, 

To utter matter yet unknown, 
that fhall explayned be 

By futch dom fights and thoes of war, 
as thear your grace fhall fe. 

Thus fubjects means to honor prince, 

whoes fight they have enjoyd, 


Recevving into Bristow. 


Moeft glad hit is thear hap to have 
thear farvice fo employd. 


Than FAEM fang up a great garland, to the re- 
joufyns of the beholders. 


At the next gaet, and neer her highnes lodzyng, 
fJiced 11t other boyes, called Saluticion, Gratula- 
cion, azd Obedient Goodwill; and 72 of thefe 
boyes fpake as follows, and all they three drue 
theyr [words whan it was named, the hoel ftaet 
2s reddte to defend (agaynft all diffencions) a 
pefable prynce. 


Salutacion, the firft boy. 


ALL hayll, O plant of grace! 
and fpefhall fprout of faem ; 
Moft welcom to this weftern coett, 
O perll and princely daem! 
Ais loe! a cultomiis: 
whear humble fubjects dwels, 
When prince aprocheth neer their vew, 
for joy to ryng their bels: 
So all that beareth lief 
in Lrifow now this day, 
Salutes the Queen from deepth of breaft, 
with welcom every way. 
And wee, poer filly boyes, 
that cam from fkoell of laet, 
Rejoyce and clap our hands withall, 
as members of thy ftaet. 
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Our dueties heer to fhoe, 
and further moer, in deed, 
Thear is a caufe whearfore we fay, 
thy helpyng hand we need. 
Heer is, O mightie Queen! 
in way of myrth and fport, 
A matter movd tween peace and warre, 
and therfore buylt a fort. 
Diffenfhon breeds the brawll, 
and that is pomp and pried: 
The fort on law and order ftands, 
and ftill in peace would bied. 
The warrs is wicked world, 
as by his fruet is teen, 
he tortres reprelentith peace: 
and takes thy part, O Queen! 
It feems the Gods have fent, 
in this great quarell now, 
A noble judge, that fhall with fpeed 
decied the matter throw. 


Gratulation, the fecond boy. 


Yea, fuer this isia fren 
that all the gods above _ 
Taks part with us, and freely heer 
doth men and childern love ; 
In futch a sharp conflyét 
to fend fo fuer a ftaye, 
That shall furfeace Bellonas brags, 
and end our fearfull fray. 


Recetving tito Briftow. 


A fottell fnaek of laet, 
with fopple fugred words, 
Haeth fleely crept in breftes of men, 
and drawn out naked {words ; 
And with his wrangling taells 
haeth ftoerd up ftrife ynoughe, 
And drawn the marchant from his traed, 
and plowman from the ploughe: 
Difenshon is his naem 
that all this mifcheef breeds, 
Who ftill with droffe and roemish dregs 
blinde peoples humour feeds, 
And maks them mortall fick, 
and fway fomtims a fied, 
With wicked warrs and wilfull brawls, 
that should with peace abied. 
But yet,.O peerles Prince! 
a true and loyall flock 
Agaynft the prowd prefomtuous minds 
are bent to ftand the shock ; 
And {wears by facred Gods, 
not oen within this foyll, 
But reddy aer with loffe of lief 
to give thy foes a foyll. 
For proef, the feble youth, 
and baebs of tender aeg, 
Daer draw their fwords in this attempt 
to corb diforders raeg. 
Sens Englands hoep is com 
to payfe thefe things in brett, 
We daer not ftay her longer heer, 
whofe travell craveth reft. 
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Obedient Good Will, the thyrd boy, who could not [peak, 
time was fo far fpent. 


Yet if the prince wold ftay, or if men might make choice 

Of oen no bigger than my felf to fpeak in citties voice, 

I would declaer, in deed what deep defier they have 

To fpend their goods, their lands and livs, her ftaet in 
peace to fave; 

But fens the time is fhort, and prince to lodging goes, 

I fay, God bles our Queen that givs the whit and fayr 
red roes! 


After thefe [peeches wear ended, tit hondreth foldiors, well 
appoynted, wayted on her highnes to her lodgyng,; and thear 
She beyng Setled, they shot of thear peeces in paffyng good 
order: at which warnyng the great artillery went of, a 
hundred and xxx caft peecis; and fo the watche charged, and 
ahundreth fhot apoynited for her gard, her highnes refled 
that night, whear fhe lay all the feafon in Sir Fohn Youngs 
houfe. 


A Fort was made beyond the water in a ground fit for that 
purpofe, and to the faem as a frind (called Feble Pollecie) 
joyned a littell bafiitlion, builded on a hil, which was not 
firong by reafon of the weak maynitenance belonging ther 
unto: to the whtch piel the Soldiours of the main fort did 
repayre: now muft be underfioed that diffenfion, paffyng 
betwen wars and peace, (warrs beyng placed in fight) had 
Sertayn fpecches as follows; which fpeeches could not be fayd 

an the heeryng of the Prince, wherfore they wear put into a 

bock, and prefented as heer after you fhall kno. 


Receiving into Briftow. 


Diffencion to the Crtze, to move them to arms, hath his 
Jpecches as thefe things wear don in atiion. 


The Sonday next the Queen went to the Colledge, to heer a 
farmond, whear thear was a fpeetch to be fayd and an 
zmme to be fonge: the fpeeche was left out by an occafion 
unlooked for, but the imme was fonge by a very fien boye. 


The Speech at the Colledge. 


You fubjects, that defierd to fe 
this gladfom prefhos jeam, 

Behold, lo! heer the only joye, 
and juwell of the ream : 

A prince, in deed, of princely minde, 
that princis loves and fears ; 
Whofe paffyng hed, yea, all the ftaets 

of Chriften princis bears ; 

And throughly fees, and loeks into, 
as though a man might fay, 
Heer is the toutchftoen for the gold, 

the piller, prop, and ftay 
Of evry region, far or neer, 
that to us neyghbors aer. 
How mutch is this poer Colledg bound, 
in naked buildyngs baer, 
For to receyve fo bright a ftar 
as clouds can fkarce contayn ; 
Who for to fe fo {mall a fell 
hath taken fo great payn. 
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The pieps and organs of our harts, 
{hall yeld thee thank therfore, 
By found of pfalm, and folemp immes ; 
yea, could poer preefts do moer, 
The muficke that thy chapel maks 
fhould be fo fweet and fhrill, 
Might lull a fleep the Mufis all, 
and fhaek Perna/foes hill. 


The Songe. 


O HAPPY ower of blis! 
O colledg, thou doft fe, 
The fhado gon, the fubftance com ; 
nay, fun doth fhien on thee. 
Away, you bofum fnaeks, 
that fowes diffenfhon heer! 
Go, make your neas{ts whear ferpents breed ; 
this foyll and coeft is clear. 
Enchant no man with charms; 
ye fhall receyve check maet, 
If that you play with paltring pawns, 
before fo great a ftaet. 
She hateth HWzdras heds, 
and lovs the harmles mind; 
A foe to vice, a frend to grace, 
and bent therto by kind: 
Which grace, and grafhos God, 
now gied her whear fhe goes, 
With treble grace, throw troblous time, 
to tread on all her foes. 
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A frafold the next day was fet up ful over agaynft the Fort, 
and the Prince beynge placed, the [peeches fhold have bin 
Spoken for the better underfianding of the devifed triumphe : 
Jo you muft heer the fpeeches, or els fhal you be rgnorant of 
the hoel matter. 


Diffension to Peace (which was the mayn Fort) 
Jpeaketh in a furie thefe words 
that follow. 


O PEOPLE vayn! that fpends in peace your dayes, 
To prowl about for pens and pivifh pealf, 

And maks no count of faem and poblik prayes : 
So eatch man lives, like prince, within him felf, 
And fo poffes the pleafuers on this mold ; 

The juwels brave, the gay and glittryng gold, 
You caer not what great glory elders won, 

Nor who at firft the worthy warres begon. 


You fleep and fnort in fweet perfumed {theets, 
And hug your heds in harber warm and gay, 
Whearby, in deed, ye have futch heavy fpreets, 
You can not fe the goodly funny day: 

No, though the clouds, the fon, the moen, and al, 
Wear reddy now apon your heds to fall, 

You wold not move, nor feek your felves to fave, 
On droffe and dong futch deep defiers you have. 


You heer not how the enmies at your noes 
Aer up in aerms, and cawls your cowards ftill ; 
You caer not mutch abroed how matters goes, 
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Whan that at hoem ye want no wealth nor will. 
Clap corrage on, and caft long gowns afied, 

Pluk up your harts, and fling down pomp and pried ; 
Make idell hands and heds, in hoels that lurk, 

For worthy lawd com forth, and learn to work. 


A corflet fien is worth ten fkarlet goowns ; 

A blaft of faem formounts all things you wear: 
Call lufty ladds to fpend your fpared crowns ; 
The warrs aproetch, tis time the boyes wear thear. 
If you a bied at hoem till cannons roer, 

The plaefter coms to laet to falve the foer: 

Break downe the banks, that holds the water in : 
Firft {trik thy foe, and fo the brawll begin. 


Put fyer to ftrawe, and make the fernayes hot, 
And bid them crie that borns thear fingers firft ; 
Yea, caft on wod to boyll the browes pot, 

And let them ftarve that wants to coell thear thirft. 
When world is wield, and all is fet a Og, 

mans a man, and than a doggs a dogg. 

Advife you now, my dwelling is not heer ; 

I muft pack hens a nother ftern to fteer. 


Now Diffenfion went to the warrs, which was Jet out tn 
open vew, (with all orders of marfhall manner,) 


and fpake as follows. 


GIVE ear, good maets, and mark full well 
the tidings that I bring, 

For I wilbe a larum bell, 

that in your earres fhall ring 
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A peftlens peall of rumor ftrang, 
that flies throw many a land, 

The plain report whearof remains 
in me Diffenfhons hand: 

If I keep cloes that I do knoe, 
and {toer no clapper now, 

The hargaboz, the bill, and boe, 
will feartch your corraeg throw. 

Truft this for troeth, that peace is bent 
to trus up foldiors all: 

Wealth wil no warrs, peace is fo prowd, 
the people fears no fall. 

They bragg and boeft thear treafuer can 
torn eatch thing how they lift ; 

For evry ftaet is wone with wealth, 
as hawk ftowps don to fift. 

A mas of gold will porchafe peace, 
and mak wield wantons taem, 

If warrs wear wod, and waxed mad, 
and hot as fiery flaem. 

Peace ruells the earth, and wrings thear thombs 
that raging revell maks: 

Yea, play what gaem ye lift, they faye, 
that peace doth fwep the ftaeks. 

Peace is the prince that governs all, 
and faith, a fig for war: 

Yea, peace will put you all in pownd, 
and mak you ftand at bar. 

Peace calls you roges, and fwafhing Dicks, 
that ftand apon your braves, 

GG 
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A {warm of wafps, a flok of wolvs, 
a neaft of theevs and knaves, 
That livs by fpoyll and morthers viell, 
and triumps ftill in bloed ; 
And have futch hot and greedy minds, 
you thirft for neibors goed. 
The trompets lowd that flaughter fownds, 
and drums with rombling noyes, 
Was never maed for men of peace, 
but rather fit for boyes. 
They faye, whoes childhoed liks fond bruets, 
and lovs futch trifling toyes? 
- Will you, that kingdoms conquerd have, 
be now fubdued by peace ? 
Shall fevill fwains to loethfom gaiell 
lead men lik doggs in leace ? 
Shall pivyfh peace and peple weak 
oer com the fodiour ftout ? 
Shall loytrarrs lewd lik rebells rail] 
and manhoed wax a lowt? 
Ah, fie for fhame! fet hand on fword: 
in your behalf I bloefhe. 
Bid trompet fownd ; advance the piek, 
and give prowd peace a poeth. 
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On thoes words was Warres in futch a floer, that you might 
Je the feeld all over [pred with foldiors ; and Jo they martched 
down a hill, and maed a goodly fhoe full againfe the littell 
Sort (cald Feble Pollecie), and repolfing in al the Soldiours 
of the fame, wan it with great fury; and Jo vafed tt and 
overthrue hit down to the earth. 


Receiving into Briftow. 


The mayn fort, in the meean whtel, did fend futch fuckor as 
they might, but prevaylyng not, they wear in like fort driven 
back, and their fort befeged, and mutch adoe about the faem, 
which drove out that day: and than by tortchlight the 
Prince from. her fraffold, went to her lodgyng,; and in the 
mean feafon fom fier works wear feen, and fo the watch 
was charged. 


The fecond day was thear maed a nue aproetch to the mayn 
fort: for a better order of warre, and to the ayde of the fort, 
cam divers gentilmen of good callynge from the Court, 
which maed the fhoe very gallant, and fet out the matter 
mutch. 


Now farved the tied, and up the water from Kyngroed cam 
three brave galleys, chafing a fhip that cam with vittayls 
to the fort: the fort feyng that thetr exftremitie within was 
great, fent a gentilman to the Prince for aid, who brought 
her a boek coverd with green velvet, which uttred the hoell 
Jubfiance of this device: the gentilman had a fpech of his 
own makyng, as follows, after he had fwam over the 
water in fom danger, cloes and all: he [paek his part to the 
Prince. 


M. Fohn Robarts of the Temple. 


ESKAEPT from waltryng waues, 
from fword and fier, and enmies fleight, 
From ftorms and fturdy flaws, 
from roeryng fhot and fearfull fight, 
Iscomy to-quictdand? 
whear noble prince doth paftims vew, 
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And bryng a boek in hand, 

of all the fhoes and matter trew, 
That muft by pra€ties pas 

before your highnes as it fauls. 
And fuerly fent I was, 

by thofe that keeps your warlike wauls. 
To crave your curteys ayd 

in their defence that peace defiers ; 
Whoes ftaet is maed afrayd, 

by fals Diffenfhons kindled fiers. 
As your poer people have, 

throw peace poffeft great gayn and good, 
So {till futch peace they crave, 

as may avoyd the loffe of blood. 
As heer I cam a mayn, 

fo have I promefd, if I may, 
For to retorn agayn 

throw falt fea foem the faem felf way. 


So he departed; and all this while the bufineffe was greate 
aboute the fort, (whiche hazarded the gentilmans lief,) and 
om a wonders bravery the broyl continued, with a fhoe of 

ght on land and fea, till the very night approtched, at 
which time the Prince partted, and ftoed marveloufly well 
contented with that fhe had feen. 


Now muft you conceyve that Warres (with blod{heds, mizeries, 
and other horly borlees), waxt a weery, and that neither the 
Sort, nor the wickednes of the world (which Warres repre- 
Jented) was defirous of further trobuls ; but rather glad to 

have the matter taken up in any vefonable condictons : for 
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the which purpofe was devifed, that Perfwafion /hould go 
and tell his taell, and unfold what follies and conflicts 
rifes on civill broylls, and what quietneffe coms by a mutual 
love and agrement. This Perfwafion had a Speech, as 
hereafter follows. 


PERSWASION TO THE CITIE, called “the 
MAIN FORT. 


No greef fo great, nor foer fo mutch, 
but finds at length fom reft : 

As warrs begins by wrath of God, 
fo peace is counted bleft. 

Yet warrs is fuer a needfull thyng, 
for mans offence a {corge ; 

A falve to heale the finfull foule, 
and for the {taet a porge, 

That fkowrs the body of the realm, 
and kyngdoms all throw out, 

And leaves unfeartcht no member, fuer, 
that walks this world about. 

Wear not the woe that wars doth bring, 
{weet peace should feem full fower : 

The netels fharp, and wiked weeds, 
{ets forthe a pleafant flower. 

By ficknes pangs we judg what health 
and quiet reft is worth, 

And out of payn is pleafuer found, 
as gold from dros coms forth. 

The harms, the haps, and cruell claps, 

that warrs and cannon bryngs, 


Note. 
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Maks princis feek the fear of God, 
and fubjects kno thear kings. 
Thogh peace, in deed, defpifeth warrs, 
as plainneffs falshed haets, 
Yet warlik people aer embraett, 
and liekt of all eftaets. 
The knief that cuts the finger foer 
in sheath about is born ; 
The {word that takes away the life 
makes peace whear it is worn. 
The axe that heaweth down the tree 
is needfull for mans lief. 
Thus prove I, as mans help or harms 
remains in fword and knif, 
So warrs, whear they aer ufed well, 
keeps world in fear and awe, 
And shoes moer terror by his raeg, 
than all your ruells of lawe. 
Sens Cayz flue Aéell warrs haeth bin 
twen bretheren, as we reed ; 
And foldiors hath bin wagid well, 
as world of warrs {toed need. 
Than fnarr not for the faem they f{natch, 
nor brall to her thear bruet ; 
When broyls have fowne ill feedes of caer, 
peace reapes from warres good fruet, 
And learns a leffon worthy gold, 
which peace holds deer of price, 
And maks therof a mirrour bright, 
to vew and fift out vice. 
The battayll ends whear conqueft coms, 
and when great charge is fpent, 
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For peace the poft with pakket goes, 
embaftars els aer fent, 

To knit the knot and make a leag. 
thus all the brawls that bee, 

Do bend to peace and wifdoms boe, 
how ear foels bolts do flee. 

Whearfore agree with warres in haeft ; > 
you fe what quarels aer, 

And how that warres bryngs wo and waett, 
and leaves a kyngdom baer ; 

The people {fpoyld, the houfis bornt, 
the freends and neighbour flayn, 

The giltles plaegd, and eatch man wronged, 
whear rage and war doth rayn. 


The Cities Anfwer to Perfwafion. 


DISSENTION firft, that cald to mind 
our old foerfathers faem, 

(And ript out feams of patched prayes, 
fkarce worth the noet or naem) 

Brought peace and war in this uproer: 
our ruels futch brawls denies ; 

Our traed doth ftand on fivill lief, 
and thear our glory lies ; 

And not on ftrief, the ruen of f{taets, 
a {ftorm that all deftroys, 

A heavy bondage to eatch hart, 
that fredoms fruet enjoyes. 

Our orders maks the roifter meek, 

and plucks the prowd on knees ; 
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The ftif and ftobborne kno the yoek, 
and roets up rotten trees. 

That may infect a fruetfull feeld : 
what can be fweet or fownd, 

But in that foyl, whear for offence, 
is due correction fownd ? 

Wee make the fivill lawes to shien, 
and by example mield 

Reform the rued, rebuek the bold, 
and tame the contrey wyeld. 

We venter goods and livs, ye knoe, 
and travill feas and land, 

To bring by trafick heaps of wealth, 
and treafuer to your hand. 

We aer a ftay and ftoer howfe boeth, 
to kingdoms farr and near, 

A cawfe of plentie throw foerfyght, 
whan things wax fcarce and deetr : 

And thoghe our joy be moeft in peace, 
and peace we do maintain, 

Whear on to prince and realm throw out, 
doth ries great welth and gain, 

Yet have we foldyars, as you fee, 
that ftoers but whan we pleas, 

And farvs our torns in howshold things, 
and fit in shop at eas. 

And yet daer blaed hit with the beft, 
when cawfe of contrey coms ; 

And cals out, courage to the fight ! 
by found of warlike droms. 

We marchants keep a mean unmixt 

with any jarring part, 
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And bryng boeth treble and the baefs 
in order ftill by art. 
A fouldiour fhalbe liked well, 
if his dezarts be futch: 
A noble mind for noble aéts, 
fhall fuer be honord mutch. 
But if men glory all in warres, 
and peace difdayns in deed, 
We fkorn with any firoep fweet, 
their humour fowre to feed. 
And bleft be God! we have a prince, 
by whom our peace is kept, 
And under whom this citie long 
and land hath fafly flept. 
From whom liekwyes a thoufand gifts 
of grace enjoy we do, 
And feell from God, in this her raygne, 
ten thoufand bleffyngs to. 
Behold but how all fecrets fien, 
of falfhed coms to light 
In thefe her dayes, and God taks part, 
with her in troeth and right. 
And mark how mad Diffenthon thrives, 
that would fet warres abroetch ; 
Who fets to faell poer peoples lives, 
and gets but viell reproetch, 
And endles fhaem for all their fleights 
O, England! joy with us, 
And kis the fteps whear fhe doth tread, 
that keeps her countrey thus 
In peace, and reft, and perfait ftay : 
whearfore the God of peace 


ers 


The Order of the Queenes 


In peace by peace our peace prefarve, 
and her long lief encreace ! 


This was to be don, and put in exercies, befoer the Queen cam 
to the kuittyng up of the matter, but Perfwafion beyng dif- 
mit, the battry was planted befoer the FORT, and they 
within fo ftrartly enclofed, that they muft needs abted the 
mercy of the fword and cannon. 


At which inftant, in the after noen that prefent day, the 
Prince was in her Skaffold to beholde the fuckfeffe of thefe 
offers of warre,; and fo went the battry of, and the affaut 
was geven in as mutch order as might be. The enemie was 
three times repolfed, and beholdyng nue Juckors commyng 
From the Courte, to the forts great comfort, the enemye agred 
on a parley; whearin was reherfyd that the cortain was 
beaten down, and the fort maed fawtable, and yet the enemte, 
to fave the lives of good citizens and foldiors thearof, would 
sive them leave to depart with bag and bagaeg, as order of 
wars required, To the which the Fort maed anfwer, that 
the corttayns nor bulwarks was not their defence, but the 
corrage of good peple, and the force of a mighty Prince, (who 
fact and beheld all thefe doyngs,) was the thyng they trufted 
to: on which anfwer the enemte retired, and fo condicions 
of peace wear drawn and agreed of ; at which peace boeth 
the fides fhot of thear artillery, in fien of a triumphe, and 
Jo cryinge, God fave the Queen! thefe triumphes and warlik 
paftimes finifhed. The Prince likyng the handlyng of thefe 
caufes verte well, fent i hondreth crownes to make the 
Jouldiors a banket. Now heer ts to be confidered that the 
Prince went into the gallees, and fo down to K yngroed, aer 

thefe things wear brought to an end. 
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At her highnes departuer a gentilman, in the confiens of the 


towns liberties, [pack this [peech as follows. 


The dolfull a due. 


OWR joy is joynd with grevous groens, 
our triumphe tornd to tears ; 


The brantch whoes blofoms gladnes broght, 


a bitter berry bears. 


In howfe and ftreet, whear mirth was hard, 


is moen and moorning noies ; 

The fommer day is dimd with clowds, 
eclypfed aer our joyes. 

The loedftar leavs our wifhed cowrs, 
and clims the heavens hie ; 

Our fofrant will no longer lord 
in walls of Briftow lye. 

No marvell, fins our barrain foyl, 
and ground of groes devyce, 

Haeth yelded no thing that might pleas, 
a prince of fo great price. 

Our dueties aer not half difchargd, 
no thoghe we kift the grownd, 

And proftraet fall full flat on face, 
whear her foet {teps aer fownd. 

The Perfrans daer not caft up eles, 
nor loek apon thear king: 

Shall Chriftians, then, prefuem to preace 
on futch a facred thyng, 

And fho no part of duties bownds ? 

O God, forbid! I fay, 


Lhe Order of the Queenes Receiving into Briftow. 


But that the Lords anointed fhould 
be honord evry way. 

Long loekt this citie for a prince; 
long fens, and many a yeer, 

A king or queen beheld this town: 
fhort time fhe taryes heer. 
Good fortuen folow thee, O queen ! 
God gied thy doings all ; 

A world of threfold bleffed happ 
apon thy kingdom fall! 

As loeth to taek our heavy leave, 
as leave our livs in deed, 

A due, deer lady of this land ; 
the living Lord thee {peed ! 


Som of thefe fpeeches could not be fpoken by means of 
a Scholematfter, who envied that any ftranger fhould 


fet forth thefe shoes. 


FINIS. 


diuided into foure parts. 


The first, the Castle of Delight : 


Wherin is reported, the wretched end 
of wanton and diffolute liuing. 


The second, the Garden of Vnthriftinesse : 


Wherein are many {weete flowers, (or rather 
fancies) of honeft loue. 


The thirde, the Arbour of Vertue: 


Wherein flaunder is highly punifhed, and ver- 


tuous Ladies and Gentlewomen 
worthily commended. 


The fourth, the Ortchard of Repentance : 


Wherein are difcourfed the miferies that followe 
dicing, the mifchiefes of quarreling, the fall of 


prodigalitie; and the fouden ouerthrowe of 
foure notable coufners ; with divers other 
morall, natural & tragical difcourfes : 
documents and admonitions: be- 
ing all the invention, collec- 
tion and tranflation of 
George Whetfione, 
Gent. 


Forme nulla fides, 


ite OCH OF REGARD, 


Lo all the young Gentlemen of England, to whofe 
perufing this Booke thall happen, George 
Whetftons wifheth both health 


and good hap. 


VV ORTHY gentlemen, [ have prefented unto your friendly 

acceptaunce, a worke fo worthleffe, (in refpect of the 
homely. handling thereof) as will (I feare) neither content 
you in reading, nor any wayes commend my paines in writ- 
mg: and yet Lam right wel affured (curious contentment fet 
apart) tt tmporteth neceffarie matter of direction for unflayed 
youth, who having the raines at libertie, are fo hote in ex- 
pence, as that they be many times furfited with incumber- 
ances, yea, tyred out right with prodigalitie, before they be 
brought into any perfect order of fpending. For whofe be- 
halfe and forewarning, I have collected together a number of 
my unlearned devifes (invented, for the moft, of experience) 
and more boldly then well advifed, have guarded them, with 
the title of the Rocke of Regarde: not for that it conteineth 
only needefull matter, but for that you, having noted the dif- 
commodities of the unneceffarie, might reade the neceffaric 
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confiderations with more regard. And for that wt behooveth 
the maifier of every feafi to provide divers difhes, to pleafe 
the divers appetites of his divers gueftes, the like confidera- | 
tion now mooveth me; who, having invited a number to pe- 
vufe my unpolifhed labours, as neare as I can to ufe fuch 
decorum in my doings, as every defire may be fatisfied. And 
fure I hold tt neceffarie, that matters of advife (to worke at- 
tention) be fometimes mingled with delight: and further, for 
that I know the moft part of youth (to whome L chiefty dedi- 
cate the frutte of my travell) are fo careleffe of their commo- 
ditie, as they fet light of found advife, unleffe fuch perfuafions 
be fauced (in fome refpect) with their owne defires ; fo that to 
win them to the reading of that which ts profitable, I have 
hikewtfe prefented them with matter of honeft pleafure. And 
yel, leaft they lighting on fome difcourfe of worth, fhoulde by 
and by be led away with the fight of fome wanton devife, I 
have publifhed my travell under thefe foure following titles. 
The firft ts, the Caftle of Delight. Wherein (to joyne 
commoditie, with the readers pleafure) are many morall and 
necdefull confiderations. For who fo noteth there the uffue of 
the Countef[e of Zelants hate, may happely feare to execute a 
Strumpets bloudie revenge. In Creffids Complaint, the /2b- 


tilties of a courtifan difcovered. may forwarne youth from 
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the compante of inticong dames. The adventures of Rinaldo 
(which may verte well be termed a laberynth of love) adif- 
courfeth the tnconveniencies of jealoufie: and by the over- 
throwe of Frizaldo, zs /howne the reward of lawleffe luft 
and trecherte. : 

Some there be that, having eyed my former unthriftineffe, 
doe gape (percafe) to viewe im this booke, a number of vaine, 
wanton, and worthleffe fonets, in fome refpectes I have fati/- 
fied thetr expectation, moved to fuffer the imprinting of them, 
not of vaine glorie, but of two good confiderations : the one to 
make the reft of the booke more profitable, and (perhaps) leffe 
vegarded, the better fatleable: the other, and chiefeft, in 
plucking off the vtifard of Self conceit, under which I fomtimes 
proudly mafked with vaine defires. Other yong gentlemen 
may reforme their wanton lives in feing the fond and frutt- 
les fucceffe of my fantafticall rmagination, which be no other 
then poems of honeft love; and yet for that the exerctfe we 
wufe in reading loving difcourfes fildome (tn my concert) ac- 
guiteth our paines, with any thing beneficiall unto the common 
weale, or verte profitable to our Selves, I thought the Garden 
of Unthriftineffe, the meete/t title [ could give them. 

Lhe third ts the Arbour of Vertue, the which [ chiefly pub- 


lifhed for the delight of vertuous ladies and gentlewomen : 
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and yet (my luftie gent.) tt conteineth matter very needfull 
Jor you to note; as in making choice of a wife, rather 
indowed with vertue then mony, as Syr Ulrico did: and 
wn reading the complaint of Alberto and Udiflas, you may 
fee how foule a fault tt ts rafhly to judge ill of womens 
behaviours. 

Lhe fourth ts the Ortchard of Repentance, the which, for 
the moft part, 1 planted with experience: the fruits therin 
srowmg (think 1) be hoalfome, although to curious appetites 
not greatly toothfome. But what for that? the fmarting 
wound ts cured with fretting plafters. Even fo, abufe is to 
be refourmed with fharpe reprehenfion ; then fure it were not 
decorum, in inveying againft a coufener, cheter, dicer, qua- 
veler, &¢. who (for the moft part) live without good order, to 
wfe any m'lde and plaufible kinde of writing. The inconve- 
niences that rife of thefe profefions are the fruites of fore- 
warning, that my Orchard (gallant gentlemen) affordeth : 
and yet to afforde you a good peniworth it marreth the mar- 
kets of a great many. The coufnor will chafe to fee his prac- 
tifes publifhed : the cheter will fume to fee his croshiting and 
cunning fhiftes decyphered : the dicer will fweare to heare his 
cogging and foyfting advauntages difcovered : the quareler 


will fiampe to heare his braules and brables bayted at: the 
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merchaunt will ftorme to fee his new kinde of ufuries re- 
vealed : the lawyer wilbe in a wonderfull heate to heare his 
double dealings, his dilatorie delayes, and unconfcionable ad- 
vauntages atfclofed. Al thefe mens difpleafures have I ha- 
zarded, in opening (for your behoves) their mifchiefous fub- 
tilties , and truft mee, not one of thefe fortes of men, but his 
teeth watereth with the defre of your lyvinges ; yea, hee daily 
ftudteth to bring you in lafh: fo that it behoveth you to looke 
warily into your eftates, elfe you fhall light into the fuarts of 
Some of their daungers. 

Now, worthy gentlemen, have you heard my honeft intent 
as touching the imprinting of this my booke ; mine was the 
pane in framing the plots, wherin thefe fruits and flowers 
grow, yours ts the pleafure and profite of both: marry, uf you 
mifufe my welmeaning fo farre, that you (where fea roume 
JServeth you to avoyde the fandes of wanton love) wil wilfully 
run upon the rockes of unlawful luft, the folly ts yours, and 
no fault in me: or tf you (wher you may gather frendly 
fruits of admonttion, that wil cure your woundes of prodi- 
galitie, and preferve you from the infection of coufening cut- 
throts) will continually be fmelling unto unthrifire flowers, 
you not onely vainly pend your time, but worke a atfcredite 


unto my painfull labours. Wherefore I carne/tly require 
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you, that you ufe the firft increase of my barren braine Jo 
rightly, as I may be tncouraged hereafter to beate my head 
about fome matter of more worth, rather then, by the mifufe 
of them, to be difcouraged from attempting any honeft 
labour. And thus, wishing good Jucceffe in your 
vertuous enterprises, L commit you to the plea- 
Jure of the hyeft. From my lodging in 

if fLolborne, the (5 of 

} October 15,76, 


A general advertisement 


unto the Reader. 


> ENTELE reader, to the ende mine intent may the better 
appeare, as touching the publifhing of this booke, I 
thought good to advertife thee that, as there are many 
confiderations in it, morall, naturall, and needefull, like- 
wife are there fome verfes efcaped, that favour more of 
wantonnes then wifedome: fo that fome finding their cor- 
rupt confciences gauled with the difcoverie of their mon- 
{trous deceites, for that they have no colour to reprehend 
that in deede miflyketh them, they, playing on this poore 
advauntage, hope to bring the reft of the worke in hatred : 
to thefe barking brablers, I neither anfwere hote nor cold. 
But leaft that thou (good reader) flip into fome mifcon- 
ceite, won either by fuch findefaultes mifliking, or by thy 
owne mifconftruing of my workes, I give thee to witt that 
there is nothing written fo clearkely (divine caufes excepted) 
but there may be fome follie wrefted out of the fame, and 
nothing againe fo fonde, but it conteyneth matter of moral- 
itie. Uppon which warrant, poets of worthie memorie, as 
Virgil, Ovid, Horace, Mantuan, and others, by your leave, 
fometimes fauced their graveft difcourfes with wanton 
devifes. 
And now to my purpofe. Since that the wifeft reports 
hardly efcape without fome matter of reprehenfion, and 
workes, of fmall worth in fhow, comprehend fome matter 
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worthie of note, thinke that the good and the badde in 
this booke is to forwarne youth, and to recreate the {tayed : 
and thinke that my beginning with delight, running on in 
unthriftines, refting in vertue, and ending with repentaunce, 
is no other then a figure of the luftie yonkers adventures; 
who beginneth to feeke preferment with delightful braverie, 
and being entred into the hie way of unthriftines, findeth 
his journey fo pleafant that, ere he is a ware, he pofteth his 
poore purfe out of hart with prodigalitie : fo that (unleffe 
he meane to tyre him to death) hee muft reft both his 
purfe and raunging fancies, with fome vertuous and ftayed 
determination of life; and yet, when all is done, late re- 
pentaunce muft recover his, and his purffes furfet. Nowe, 
if he that here feeth a prefervative to keepe him from the 
peftiferous ficknes, want ; or being newly infeéted, findeth 
a remedie for his griefe, both again{t his phyficians minde, 
and the nature of his difeafe, wil take fuch a receite as pe- 
rifheth him with povertie, what then ? fhould the phy- 
fician or his medicins bee condemned ? No fure: Hee 
fhalbe indited of his owne diforder. Thus much (courteous 
reader) I thought good to laye open unto thee, both that 
thou mayft bee privie unto my intent, and that with 
benefite to thy felfe thou mayft reade my un. 
learned labours: and thus, wifhing thee pro- 
fite in al thy vertuous exercifes, I betake 
thee to the good pleafure of 


God. 


Nicholas Bowyer 22 commendation, 


of this Booke. 


To praife the thing, that no man can difpraife, 


Though it feeme vaine, yet trueth doth guard the checke, 


Leaft pyning fpite, the beft with hate to paize,» 
That fkilleffe fcoffes do breake wel 
For art attaynde in fcience {kilful] {choole, 
Stands free from foe, except it bee a foole, 


| meaninges necke ; 


And for this woorke which Whetftons witt hath wrought, 


Though rafh report of findfault foes deface if 

Yet will the wife commend it, as it ought ; 

The proofe is praife, when grudgers do diferace it, 
And in the ende that worke getts prick and prife, 
Which frettes the foole, and doth content the wife. 


That this is fuch, good reader, fee and fay : 
Bee judge thy felfe, I cannot tell thee al] : 
To fpeake to fhort, defame the fame I may, 
And better reft then rife to catch a fal] : 
Yet this I fay, who fo moft faults thal finde, 
In trying like will come an ace behinde. 


Lk. C. in prarfe of Whetstons and hts 
Locke of Resard. 


Reader, reward this gallant gift with thankes, 
Whofe worth is much, although the price be fmall, 
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Biancaes life, and Creffids fubtile prankes, 
Of wantons fhowes the fortune and the fall: 
I*rizaldoes foile, at point of all his hap, 
OF lawleffe | luft foretells the after clap. 


What are the joyes, and lovers daily wronges, 
Their fweete, their fowre, Rinaldo here doth fhowe 
The morall heede in all thefe thriftleffe fonges 
Doth prove him bleft, that leaft of love doth know ; 
But that that beares the pearle of praife away, 
This poet doth the fall of vice bewray. 


Bare fafte he fetts the mafkes of peevifh pride, 
Hee findes the 
His fearchin 


their faultes that foftereth fraude with pence, 
g verfe the coufeners traynes hath fpide, 
Which hyde their craft with cloake of plaine pretence, 
The end of bralles, the beggery folowing dice, 


Forewarneth youth from haunt ing either vice. 


The vertuous praifde, the vicious here are blamde, 

He lives their fame that vertues fouldiours ware: 

For your behoofe this worthie worke was framde, 

Of more emprice then gold or jewels farre. 

Loe! thus from toyes hath WI heer weand his Mufe 
In thundring verfe to threaten foule abufe. 


flumfrey Turner in commendation of Whetston 


and his booke. 


Reader, for this his gift with thankes good Whetftone pay : 

The worth runnes farre beyond the price, as feeing thou 
wilt fay ; 

The matter in which woorke at large here to report, 

(Unable man) though faine I would, my fkill a mile comes 
fhort. 

Where hee the fubftance fhowes, I fhould a fhadowe make 

In prayfe of him, yet needes my Mufe fome paines wil! 
undertake. 

And firft I knowe, of zeale for yonkers heede hee made 

This gallant booke, which fetts to fale the crafte in every 
trade. 

With moral meaninges fautt, delight it yeldeth ftore, 

The vertuous praifde, the vicious checkt, here is: and would 
you more? 

If this may not fuffice, your felves perufe the booke, 

And you fhall finde to pleafe your minde (per cafe) more 
than you looke. 


Abraham Lleming uppon G. Whetstons 
WOT HE. 
Who wifheth with pleafure refrefhed to bee, 


A caftle of comfort and paffing delight, 
Erected of purpofe (loe!) here hee may fee, 
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And painted with colours of pure blacke and white: 
No bulworcke, no fortreffe more {trongly prepard, 
And therefore well named the Rock of Regard. 


Who wifheth for vauntage to vewe and behold 
Unthriftines garden where weedes do abound, 
Hee hath leave to enter, and is not controld, 

i” examine the nature of that graceleffe ground : 
But fo let him medle, with prudence prepara 
That ftill hee remember the Rock of Regard. 


The Arbour of Vertue moft pleafaunt in fight, 
Who lyfteth, when leafure beft ferveth, may fee; 
His labour in looking will learning requite, 

For wifedome his guerdon is likely to bee: 

His well meaning merits fhal reape a reward, 

If that he forget not the Rock of Regard, 


Through th’ Orchard of penaunce fo paffe and repaffe, 
That folace and forrowe partake not a chaunge, 
lake heede of the ferpent that erovels in graffe ; 
Th’ experience is common, the proverbe not ftraunge 
In Whetftons wife warnings the fame is declard, 
Whofe name is renowmd by his Rock of Regard. 


) 


In tencbris fiuloet. 
of Os 
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Zohn Wytton tn commendation of this woorke. 


Though Whetfton be no carving toole, yet vertue hath it 


fuch 
As will the dureft metalls fharpe, though they be dulled 
much ; : 


And fure the author of this worke, whom wee do Whetfton 
call, 

To prove his nature, hits his name, to edge blunt wittes 
withall. 

He moves, flyres up, hee whets, he sharpes, ech one doth hee 
invite, 

In vertuous wife for to approch his caftell of delight. 

A garden there unto is joynde, to falace you withall, 

If wanton heate offend your hart, in vertues arbour ftall - 

An Orchard full of morall fruites for you hee hath prepard, 

All this his learning leveld out, the Rock of good Regard - 

And for to vewe this gallant foyle you freely leave may take; 

Roame round about, take what you lift, but fee no fpoyle 
you make. 

The hearbs and fruits that therein are doth ferve both 
ficke and found 

For to reftore, or to fuppreffe, as humours do abound. 

There fhal you finde flowers and fruites continually abide, 

That makes or marres, that hurtes or falves, as they may 
be applide: 

There may the found colleét and reape his health, his 
wealth, and reft, 

And if he pleafe, fo keepe him felfe preferved with the beft. 

The youth with want newe furfited his apples helpes anen: 
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If he detract his cure too long, the fault is then his owne. 

More in his Ortchard counfel growes, to make preferve 
withall 

Gain{t had I wift, and noyfome neede, th’ undoer of us all. 

All this in worthy Whetston’s workes with vauntage you 
may learne, 

Vith thanks, then reader, quite his paines who heapes of 
cold doth earne. 


Lhe Argument for the Counteffe of 
Celants complaint. 


Giachomo Scaperdon, a notable ufurer, had a gallant 
damofell unto his daughter, called Bianca Maria, who, 
arriving to fixtene or feventene yeares of age, fuche was 
her fightly fhape and beautie, together with the poffibilitie 
of great wealth, that loe! fhe was a ftall to toule divers 
fuiters: in the end Vicount Hermes, fancying the mayde 
and loving her wealth, was an earneft fuiter to marrie her. 
Bianca Maria (defirous of honour) confented to have him. 
Vicount Hermes, poffeft of this faire ladie, fone found out 
her natural difpofition to wantonneffe: yet narrowly eyeing 
her behaviour, during his life he preferved her credite. But 
oh! this good Vicount dyed, even in the prime of his wives 
wantonneffe, who then, crying libertie, fet her felfe to fale 
with open fhame. Divers fuiters fhe had, among the which, 
the Count of Celant made fuite of marriage: the title of a 
Counteffe fo pleafed her, as the foone affented to be his 
wife: afterwarde fhe fo cunningly handled the matter, as 


all the countrie fpake of her lightneffe ere her husband mif 
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doubted her loyaltie. But when fhe perceived his miftruft, 
fhe left him and fled to Pavy, where fhe interteined Ardi- 
fino Valperga, Earle of Mafino, as her minion; but, wearie 
of his cuftome, fhe chofe Roberto Sanceverino, Earle of 
Giazzo, for her lover. Valperga, thus fcorned, railed at hir 


inconftancie: Bianca Maria, by Valperga tht nly de- 


us 
famed, practifeth with G[i]azzo to murther Yalperga ; which 
when Giazzo neglecteth, with very hate hie leaveth Giazzo, 
and falles in love againe with Valperga, with whom fhe 
practifeth to murther Giazzo, which Valperga difcovered to 
Giazzo, and they both in fuch fort painted out her lewd- 
neffe, as for very fhame fhe left Pavy, and fled to Mantua ; 

where fhe interteined one Dom Pietro, a luftie yong cap- 
taine, to whom fhe bewrayed the injuries of Valperga and 
Giazzo, Dom Pietro by and by promifed, in penance of 
their fhameleffe reportes, to difpatch their lives, which in 
part he wilfully performed: for one day, taking = a 
at advauntage, he foudenly flue him: the murther and the 
murtherer difcovered, Dom Pietro was taken, ae confeffed 
the whole matter. He, in hope of amendment, was pardoned, 

and Bianca Maria, Coie of Celant, was condemned 
to be beheaded, whome you may fuppofe, uppon 
the {caffold readie to be executed, to com- 
plaine as followeth. 


The Castle of Delight 


The difordered life of Bianca Maria, Counteffe of 
Celaunt, in forme of her complainte, fuppofed 
at the houre of her beheading for pro- 
curing the murder of Ardifino Val- 


perga, Earle of Maffino. 


A MONG their falles, by wanton fate untwift, 

Let my lewde hap remembred be I pray, 
To falve whofe harme too late coms had I wift : 
Bloud cries for blud, he craves none other pay: 
For confcience fake, behould then now I wray, 
With trickling teares my deadly cheakes that warme, 
The true report both of my hap and harme. 


Good ladies, firft, to you this tale I tell, 

To you as chiefe this drirye plaint I preach : 
Your hie eftate, your vices cannot quell, 

But as you live your fame or fhame doth {treach, 
With vauntage fure (fuch notes doth honour reach) 
Your praife is raifde as farre is blafd your blame: 
Thus are your lives y pay{t with parcial fame. 
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Let mee be proofe and warning for you both, 
Whofe filthie life fo foule report hath {pread, 
That loe! (conftrainde) I thowe the fhame I loth. 
My wanton toyes in thoufand bookes are read ; 
My byrth, my blame, how lewde a life I jead, 


My paffing love, my peevith hate withall, 


My murderous minde ; in fine, my filthie fall. * 


Firft for my birth, I muft confeffe, was bafe, 
But bagges I had this bafeneffe to fupplie ; 
My forme was fine, I had a gallant face, 

A fugred tongue, a pafling pleafaunt eye ; 


Good gifts befides, to hoyfe my happe on hie: 
Thefe lures in love the Vicount Hermes brought, 
Who kept mee fhort to tame my wanton thought. 


But (ah!) to foone my lord to heaven did wend, 


Who, maugre will, Bianca kept in fame. 


The coupe thus broke wherein I long was pend, 


I fet my felfe to faile with open fhame ; 
Gonfago yet did like mee with my blame, 
But loe! I ftoopte unto the Celant Count: 
Hee lovde mee well, I likt a loft to mount. 


Confent of friendes accorded with our wills, 
And wee forfooth in hafte muft married bee: 


J 


But raifde a loft, I quight forgot what quills, 


What feathers, firft to honour made mee flee: 


As prieftes forget the fillie clearkes degree, 
So I from cart a counteffe framde Dyatatc, 


Throughe fcorne abufde my honour and eftate. 


The Vicount 
Hermes, her 
firft husband, 
kept her 
fhort. 


3ianca Maria 
was her name. 


Gonfago, a 
lord about 
Mantua, an 
earne(ft futer. 


Shee married 

the Count of 

Celant, a lord 
of Say oy. 


Kitt will to 
kinde. 


Pride. 
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No marveile why : for force the cur to drawe 
The keftrill kyte, to caufe the heron to quake, 
The ravening wolfe of lambes to {tand in awe, 
The myllers mare a mannage good to make, 
Or apes to daunce, while mules lie at the ftake, 
A boteleffe toile, in fine you fure fhall finde: 
For counterfettes will ftill returne to kinde. 


And thinke you thofe that weare dame Fortunes crowne, 
Whofe homely friends did hould the ploughe of late, 
Can rightly rule the fcepter of renowne? 

No, honour ftoupes to nature, not to fate: 

Yet Fortune keaves a thoufand to eftate, 

As in good mocde {hee did of late by mee, 

Who never knew the ufe of dignitie. 


As by abufe one proofe fhal well appeare. 

Firft for my pride my betters did me fcorne, 

The poore did fawne, godwot, for very feare. 

My luring life did move my lord to mourne, 

Whofe jelous fighes forefhewed he feard the horne : 
Yet wifely hee, his fhrewde miftruft to fhow, 

Ufde fecrete nippes my faultes to make mee know. 


I faw, and {milde to fee his true miftrutt, 

And yet in fhowe I fight throwe follen will, 

As who fhould fay, to thinke thy fpoufe unjuft 
Thou doeft her wronge; fhe never ment no ill: 
She hath beene true, and fo thee wilbe ftill. 
For all his witte thus found I out a wile 
To quench fufpect, forfoth, a little while. 
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But ravening currs their chaps can hardly hould 
When carren lies before their hungry jawes: _ 
The ftragling kite with chickes will fure be bould 
If once a wynge fhee fpies a flight of dawes. 

Soe ramping girles regarde no modeft lawes, 

As proofe appeares by this my filthie flight : 

I left my lord, and ftoale away by night. 


Who hearing once of this my gadding moode, 
My vitall thread untwifte, good care (quoth hee) 
In fine, her hate wil fure fucke out my bloode ; 
She loves me not, there is no.third degree. 

Thus ledde with feare, at large hee let mee flee ; 
I, pinchte with neede, to praying forthwith fell, 
Edsior my telfe I thifted*prettie- well, 


To plant my wares in place of braveft vewe 

In Pavie towne a {tately houfe I tooke: 

I deckte my felfe with weedes of lighteft hewe, 
To lure gueftes I fparde no wanton looke. 
Valperga firft was choakt with Cupids hooke : 
Hee fight, hee fobd, hee curft his forrie chaunce, 


Hee fuede, hee fearvd, he did attendaunce daunce. 


But fquemifh then Bianca Maria was ; 
His fecrete fighes with fcorne fhe quited {ftill. 
A parle yet at length was brought to pas, 
Where fafely hee might fhew his hidden will : 
With fugred wordes he wraid his futes at fill ; 
His life, his death, all in my power lay, 

I was fo kinde to loth this lords decay. 


Pavie, a 
towne under 
the governe- 
ment of the 
Duke of 
Mantua. 
Ardiffino 
Valperga, 
Count of 
Maffino, her 
firft mynion 
at Pavie. 


Note. 


20 The Rocke of Regard. 


They fay, the mate is apt to mifchiefe {ftill, 

Whofe foule offence with countenaunce is held; 

So wantons, forft with their agreeing will, 

When luft affaultes will after learne to yeald. 

No fame nor fhame can make them keepe the field: 
To true a proofe appeareth by mine end ; 

Then finne not, dames, in hope for to amend. 


I fhowe not this to fhape mine owne excufe, 

My life I lothe, to falve my foule amiffe ; 

But for your heed I blafe this vile abufe: 
Beware, beware, of Venus beaftly bliffe, 

It feedes the flefhe and fterves the foule, I wiffe ; 
t honour ftaines, it is a fhrine of fhame, 

A bitter fweete that breadeth nought but blame. 


In mee too late thefe faultes I did forfee. 
Valperga fo my wanton humour fedde, 

My fare was fine, I lackt no goulden glee, 

The Art of Love for exercife I redde, 

And thus my life in Venus court I ledde: 
With wealth at will, I could but with and have 
The toy I lackt, I neede not twife to crave. 


And think you, dames, thefe vifards yeld fuch fights 
As wanton girles may fighe to fee their fhame? 
No; meckenes marres the mafkes of fond delightes, 
And fafting muft their frolicke bodies tame : 

To Scriptures read they muft their leafure frame, 
Then loath they will both luft and wanton love; 

Be fure elfe fuch ryges my cafe fhall prove. 


ro) 
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But at my call why did Valperga ftoupe? 
Why did not hee forefee the fruites of lutt? 
Why did he come at every wanton whoope? 
Why, why did hee Bianca Maria trutt, 

Which to her lord had fhewen her felfe unjuft? 
A man hee was whom weakenes cannot {cufe, 
How could hee, then, let love him fo abufe... 


How could hee ? (ah!) perforce I fhew my fhame, 
As one whofe tongue a truth will neatly tell. 

I reaft his life, why flay I then his fame? 

No reafon why, fave I can nothing well ; 

For through my lure hee (wonne) to folly fell, 

If not fo witcht: who lift like cafe to prove; 

Shal find fine heads are fraughted firft with love. 


Then, fith his joy all in Bianca lay, 

What fcufe hath fhee with hate to pay his love? 
Bee not abasht the truth in wordes to wray, 
Which thou in aét untimely late did{t prove. 
What fullen moode this peevifh fcorne did move? 
And am I forft to fhew the fault I fhame? 

Sith needes I muft, good ladies, note the fame. 


They fay, who fo with dropfie is aprayde, 

The more hee drinckes, the more hee doth defire. 
The greedie churle is never well appayde, 
Although he reape the gaine hee doth require : 
So luft in rampes is fuch a raging fire, 

That moft it heates when moft the fame is drencht, 
A hellifh flame that never can be quencht. 


Idlenefs and 
pride the 
caufe of wan- 
ton love. 


Roberto 
Sanfeverino, 
Erle of Giaz- 
zo, Valpergas 
great friend, 
was her fecond 
lover. 
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This fire in mee was kindled firft with pride, 

But rayfde to flame with eafe and wanton thought : 
It raged fo, no reafon could mee guide. 

My husbands fport fo fmall allayaunce wrought, 

As him I lett, for luftier laddes [fougha 

Valperga then a while fuppreft this fire, 

But hee decayde, for chaunge I did defire. 


Giazzo next was favord in my fight, 

Who forft mee not, his friend hee loved foe: 

Hee knew I was Valpergas fole delight, 

Hee fcornde my winckes, my wanton love in fhowe; 
My privie fighes, my wilie fignes of woe; 

But, fpaniel like, by {tripes to kindnes movde, 

The more hee fcornd, the more this lord I lovde. 


And when I fawe hee fhunde inticeing baites, 
Immodeft rigg, I Ovids counfell ufde, 

Where cleanly I did couler fhame with fleightes, 
Through love conftrainde, which reafon had abufde: 
My penne did paint what bafhfull tongue refufde, 
Which fewe fuffifde ; hee knew love kept no lawe, 


Hee was my joy, of him I f{toode in awe. 


This proferd grace did ftowpe Giazzo ftraight ; 
Hee lovde his friend, but more his owne delight : 
The hooke of love hee fwallowed with the baite. 
No marvaile why: Biancaes beautie bright, 

Her brave arraye, and fhee a counteffe hight, 
Would force a man himfelfe and all forgoe; 
And could hee chufe when love was offered foe? 
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No, neede to runne the creeple fure will teach, 

A pleafaunt pray, a thiefe inticeth foone, 

As foxes hate the grapes they cannot reach, 

And wilie faintes with fhowes are feldome wonne, 
When as, affuerde, their fquemifhnes is donne. 
Even fuch a faint Giazzo proved in fine ; 

He lovde no grapes before hee reacht the vines 


Wel, thus at length, I won my withed joy ; 
He came, in whome my heart did wholy dwell : 
To make him fport Bianca was not coy, 


She knew her game, and ftreight to daliaunce fell ; 


Where as this lord behavde himfelfe fo well, 
That loe! I loath Valpergas drowfy fport, 
And fo with fcorne I ftayde his oft refort. 


Thus reft (good foule) of her hee heald fo deare, 
His woonted futes a frefh he put in ure, 

Hee fight, hee ferved, he lookt with forrie cheare ; 
But when no fute nor fervice could procure 

My ftragling love to ftoupe unto his lure, 

By neede inforft, his dotage then hee reft, 

And fo with loffe my wanton pleafures left. 


When myftes of luft were cleared from his eyes, 
Difdaine forthwith transformed his love to hate: 
Fye on my life, and lewdnes! lowde hee cries ; 
Hee heaves mee up to filthie Fauftines ftate, 
A Layis byrde, for Maffeline a mate, 

A filth, a flurt, a bitch of Megraes kinde, 

A rigg, a rampe, and all that came to minde. 


Peevifh hate 
infueth paf- 
fing love. 


A womans 
deadly hate. 


Giazzos frend- 


fhip towardes 
Valperga. 


Note. 
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But when I heard my blame hee blafed thus, 
Impatient, I began to ftampe and ftare, 

To waile, to weepe, to wring my handes I wous, 

To freate, to fume, to tearé my golden heare. 

In fine, as madd as ever was March hare, 

I vowde to reave Valperga of his life, 

Which I performde (aye me!) through peevith ftrife. 


While fport was quicke I did Giazzo move 

To flay this lord, in grace which whilome ftoode ; 
But difpoffeft to winne his owne fweete love, 
Uncivil wretch, accoyde through fullen moode, 
Hee blafed mee forth as byrde of Layis broode. 
Leave off (quoth hee), I loth thy heavie cheere, 
Valpergas tongue shall buy this bable deare. 


With which fuffifde, I fell to kiffes ftraight, 

And shewde my felfe more gamefome then of yore: 
To tyce him on I laide this wanton baite, 

But hee, which long Valperga held in ftore, 

Within his heart my hatred did abhorre ; 

Yet nay the leffe my love hee did fo like, 

As ftill, hee faid, he {tayde for time to ftrike. 


But when I found what fine delayes hee ufde, 

All fweld with wrath, (quoth I) the proverbe faithe 
Proferde fervice is ever more refufde, 

And offered love is quited fyld with faith : 
Without the hooke the baite no poyfon hath, 

Yet haplie hee, for all his wiles, may prove 
My peevish hate oore wayes my paffing love. 
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rnd in ditdaine the fecrete- sates bard, 
Where in and out Giazzo earft did goe; 

I tould him plaine his market cleane was mard, 
I ment my faultes unto my lord to showe, 

If which fuffifde, I would no more do fo ; 

To faine with chaunge, I did Giazzo pray, 
With kindnes showne contented for to ftay. 


Nigh tyred hee my greedie luft to glut, 

Full wel appayde, for trueth my faynings tooke ; 
Hee tooke no heede how often times is shut 

In fugred baite a fowle and filthie hooke, 

How hate is hidde full oft with friendly looke, 
Ne how the lewde, when grace is not their ftay, 
Refufe no meane to worke their foes decay. 


Even fuch a filth I (forft) confess I was : 

I ufde this showe to chase my foes miftruft, 
Thereby to worke his fatall ende (alas!) 

When leaft he thought I would have been unjust, 
Such cankered hate my murdrous heart did ruft ; 
Unto which ende I for Valperga fend, 

With yll, for good, to quite his faithfull frend. 


I knew the force of new revived love, 
How peevish hate more perfect mad[e] the fame ; 
I Jikewife knew newe friendship how to move 
With pleafaunt lookes, y mixt with pretie blame: 
I checkt him firft for foyling of my fame ; 
Perdona moy, ore showes againe with viewe, 
Dear dame (quoth hee) I yeld; your tale is true. 


An honeft 
couler to 
difemble a 
lewd revenge. 


Note. 
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Even fo (quoth I), and fmiling ufde thefe wordes: 
Confeffed crimes doth open penaunce chufe. 

What plague you pleafe (quoth hee) your thrall accordes, 
That hee or you fhall execution ufe? 

Such power (quoth I) I meane not to refufe, 

Yet hoping that thofe faultes you will amende, 

I pardon all, and take you for my frende. 


And when I fawe him eager of delight, 

A fighe I fetch, and did Giazzo name. 

Valperga faid, Giazzo to his might 

Was fure his friend: (quoth I) I thinke in name, 
But (ah !) his deedes will never prove the fame ; 
And though I loth to fowe feditious ftrife, 

Yet needes I mutt, for fafegard of thy life. 


In footh ({weete friend) thy daungerous ftate I rew. 
This trayterous mate, to move thine overthrowe 
By guile, God wot, with mee in frendfhip grew, 
Betwixt us friends he firft did hatred fowe ; 

Hee forged faultes to keepe mee ftill thy foe, 

And yet my heart, for al that hee could fay, 

Did love thee well, although my tongue faid nay. 


Which when hee fmeld, puft up with furie ftraight, 
He vowde thy death for robbing of his joy ; 
Which bloudie wordes did force mee to unfraight 
This bitter fpeach: Avaunt, thou peevifh boy ! 

Thy filthy fight Bianca doth annoy. 
Beleeve mee, lord, this tale is very true : 
Beginne with him before hee do with you. 
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Thefe forced wordes did rayfe a foare miftrutft, 

Or haply elfe Giazzo might a fmoakte ; 

But yet hee vowde to feede my filthie luft, 

With bloudie blade his trayterous breath to choake, 
And leave hee toke, hee faid, to ftrike this ftoake : 
But loe! hee went forthwith to Mantua, 

Unto his friend thefe fecretes to bewray. 


Which treafon when Giazzo underf{toode, 

Who can avoyde (quoth hee) a ftrompets hate? 
And thundering out the {tormes of furious moode, 
With tearmes of fcorne hee did Bianca rate. 


Out filth! (quoth hee) twixt friends which fowes debate : 


And in defpight a libel hee invents, 
Which (lorde) to you Bianca here prefents. 


An Inveétive written by Roberto Sanfeverino 
yi 


Earle of Giazzo, again{t Bianca Maria, 


Counteffe of Celant. 


Who ever fawe a thorne fweete grapes to veeld, 

Or fower flowes uppon a vine to growe ? 

Who ever heard a coward firft in feeld ? 

The foreward wight foonfte feard with fight of woe? 
Who ever knew, in time of any minde, 
Good fall to bad, or kitt to flee from kinde ? 


Note. 


Giachomo 

Scapardone, 
her father, a 
great uferer. 
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If proofe ne peares, who may Bianca blame, 
Whofe father rofe to wealth by filthie fraude, 
Her mothers life y fhrinde with endles fhame, 
Whofe grandam was in drowping dayes a bawd: 
Shee onely left of all this beaftly ftore, 

Muft needes be worfe then parents were before. 


What marveile, then, if fhee did flee by night, 
And fent a horne unto her lord and fere, 

To blow the death of all his brave delight ? 
That gadding moode fhee learned of /a mere, 
Who lightly vailde at ery wanton whoope: 
How could fhee then but to Valperga ftoope ? 


Ne can shee chufe but prove the proverbe true, 
(Won with a word, and loft with one yll looke) 
Giazzo knowes Bianca feekes for newe ; 

Hee whilome was a vowell in her booke : 
Giazzo wrought Valperga out of grace, 

Giazzo fcornd, Valperga hath his place. 


Yet both in lashe at length this Creffed leaves, 
And, Megra like, purfues their love with hate: 
Such is the fruite of ruflans, roages, and theeves, 
Which framde her heart when shee was formde by fate: 
Her fathers hve (Scappardone being dead) 
And divers feedes doth divers natures breede. 


(O happie man!) Giazzo {cornes her love, 
(Valperga bleft) that knowes her murdrous minde. 
Wee have ynough; her truth let others prove, 
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And reft content with what wee left behinde. 
Wee fuckte the fweete, let others drinke the draffe, 
Wee eate the corne; what fkilles who chewes the chaffe? 


The Counteffe of Zeland continueth in her 


complaint. 


Now, gallants, judge, if it with honour ftands 


For any lord a lady thus to rate, 


Or blafe with fcorne their pleafure at her hands ? 
If it ne grees with glory of their ftate, 

Helpe to excuse Biancas deadly hate, 

Who now beginnes fuch bloudy newes to blafe, 
As endleffe fhame her infamie will raife. 


Or give her leave to use what cloake fhe may, 

For once report wil much inlarge her miffe: 

In womens moodes there is no meane, they fay, 

They (fcorned) love: fo huge their liking is, 

Of force as great their hate muft be ywis: 

What folly, then, Giazzos mynde did blame, 

To think my wrath would ceafe through open fhame? 


How could he wene my friendfhip for to force 
By ringing out the lewdneffe of my life, 

Sith fhame compelles the bad to fall to worfe ? 
Where difcord is, new wrong increafeth {trife, 
Revenge is fought where injuries are rife. 

Watt, then, the way to reave my wrangling hate 
Inveétives vile to fet upp on my gate? 
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O no! God wot, my mightie litle hart 

Was well nye burft, my blame was blafed fo: 
Thefe rymes I fung with notes of mufickes art, 
Bianca named in every wanton shew, 
Conftrained me, wretch, from Pavie for to go: 
To Mantua then I did my journey take, 
Where open houfe I kept for credits fake. 


And placed there according to my will, 

With bloudie hate my murdrous hart was bent 
Giazzo lord Valperga eake to kill. 

A thoufand feates of murder I invent, 

As many fears my purpofe did prevent : 

I loth, yet would, and willing ftoode in awe: 

Such brunts they byde that venter breach of lawe. 


Till vice vertue hath vanquisht in the feeld, 

Then reafon, lawe, rule, feare, and all adew. 

Their minds, their harts, to nought but folly yeeld ; 
In fpoile they fport, they laugh at mifchiefes new: 
The proofe of which, alas! to late I rewe, 

For when my feare my furie put to flight, 

I living dyde, till I had wrought my fpight. 


And fith this aéte to doe my minde did mafe, 
This traine I laide to tyce a truftie frend : 

In place of veue I gallants gave the gafe, 
Their bonets vaild, Bianca {treight did bend, 
Through friendly showe a don jour for to fend : 
To parle oft I did my felfe apply, 

Before I truft by talke each youth to try. 


The Rocke of Regard. 


In making love they prettie prattle ufde, 
But nought it vaild to hault before the lame, 
For I, of yore with wylie woordes abufde, 
As children brent doe after dread the flame ; 
At fugred fpeache I made a fporting game: 
But ah (ay mee!), to worke mine overthrow, 


Untimely came to Mantua dom Pietro, Dom Pietro, 


a luftie younge 
capitaine, her 
This captaine ftout went flaunting to and fro, luftie lover. 


Till loe (ill luck !) mee wretched hee efpyes. 

My gallant port befeemde a counteffe show : 

My beautie then, my brave arraye hee eyes, 

While blinded love into his fancie flyes, 

And ftryving he doth caufe his fire increafe: 

Thus warres he founde when moft hee hoapte of peace 


Unarmed yet to match with Cupids force, 

With conges kinde he wrayed his loving moode ; 
Next, fighes he sends to move me to remorfe, 

Then paintes his pen, thus ftrange his fancies ftoode: 
My yea would fave, my nay fhould fhead his blood. 
Quick anfweare make, Dom Pietro hath decreede 

To live in joy, or elfe to die with fpeede. 


Thefe lines receivde, I fpyed my novis heate, 
Who lookt and lackt the recompence of love, 
Which fcorne in mee did caufe him more to {weate : 
Hee fight, I fmilde, his joy my noy did move ; 

Which thwarting fhowes (paft hope) inforft him prove, 
If that his lute soone might (his paffions fhowne) 
Could force his fweete his hard mifhap to mone. 
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But when I faw his love did {till increafe, 

As hee one night lamenting layes did yell, 
My gates were ope in figne and fhow of peace, 
In came this lord, in minde his griefs to tell : 
But loe! abafhte, he first to bluthing fell ; 

In chamber frayes, of both my felfe the beft, 
This onfet gave to cheare my chofen gueft. 


Biancas breach of chafte and modeft lawe 

May feeme full ftraunge to you, my loving lord, 
To ope my gates to one I never fawe, 

When knowen friends fo falfifie their word. 
Dread not (quoth he) Dom Pietro doth accord, 
From forrowes free, yet free Biancas flave, 

To like but what his love defires to have. 


I aunfweared foone: with fugred fhowes full ofte, 
Such lords as you faire ladies ftill beguiles, 

But fuites obtained, they, fillie foules, are {cofte, 
Then choice, in chaunge, your love and faith exiles. 
Not fo in mee (quoth hee) ; [ want fuch wiles : 

For proofe, commaund what fervice pleafeth you, 
The which performde, then thinke Dom Pietro true. 


In hoape (quoth I) your wordes and deedes are one, 
I firft will truft your faith, then after tafte : 

To quite your love Bianca is your owne. 

Dom Pietro ftreight did execution hafte, 

And bashfull earst his beft belovde imbrafte. 

With fugred wiles I fo this gallant wrought, 

As fure I was a godeffe in his thought. 
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Affurde of which, to fawce his fweeteft fport 

A fighe I fetcht, and fquemish fayned to bee: 
Whoe worth (quoth I) Giazzo lewde report, 
Valpergas f{corne, two earles of high degree! 

Their traytrous tongues fo fore have flaundred mee 
That death I wish, but deftine will not foe, 

And they triumph that wrought my timeleffe woe: 


Dom Pietro then did blufter forth this fpeach. 

(Ah) verlets vile, from natures lawe which fwerve, 
Ere longe I fure your traytrous tongues will teach, 
To flaunder her whom duetie wills you ferve: 

And then he vowde with fpeede their flesh to carve ; 
Soon shall they prove (quoth hee) if I doe faine, 
And you shall fee if deedes and woordes are twaine. 


I glad of which, yet fad I feemde in fhowe, 

And fighing faid, Looke to your felfe, my fweete ; 

Your hurt, my death, in hart I love you foe: 

Which friendly wordes his furie more did heate. 

Fare well (quoth hee) till I have wrought this feate: 
This hand and blade their babling tongues fhal worme. 
Which wordes with deedes he (cruel) did performe. 


For loe! one night hee did foreftaule their way: 
But, weaklie armde Valperga was intrapte ; 
Giazzo, bleft, was abfent at this fray. 
Oore wayde with force Valperga was intrapt, 
That (ah!) his death untimely there hee rapt ; 
Who dying cryde, Dom Pietro did the deede. 
Streight hew and crie to fearch him out doth fpeede. 
* 


The thought 
of wonted 
} pleafures in- 
creafeth the 
myfers paine. 
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Hee found, forthwith unto the duke was brought, 
And paintes at large my love and lothfome hate. 
The fuite of friendes in grace Dom Pietro wrought ; 
To falve my miffe repentaunce came to late. 

Good ladies, yet note well my fall and fate, 

My wealth, my weades, my fweete delights to fhoe, 
Intice, not warne, without the fauce of woe. 


But liften well unto my filthie fall. 

Payfe bliffe with bale, fweete life with fower end, 

And you fhall finde my joy oore wayde with thrall: 

Of freedome reft, in prifon clofely pend, 

Diftreft, unhelpt, forfooke of kinne and frend ; 

Yea, more then ftraying, [ftrange] fo fowle my follies ware 
As gould ne vayld to cleare my clowdes of fcare. 


Ne could I (wretch) take well in worth my woe, 

My former fweete did fo increafe my fowre. 

My homely cheare, my coftly cates did fhow, 

My prifon vile, of yore my princely bowre, 

My laughing friends, by foes that then did lowre: 
Controwld and fcornde, who thoufands did commaunde, 
Once crave and have, denyde now eche demaunde. 


My lothfome couche prefenteth to my vewe 
My beds of doune, with thought of fweete delights. 
Thus day and night my willfull harme I rewe, 

Eich thought of grace my confcience guilt affrights, 
Yet (loth to die) againft repentaunce fightes, 
Till due defert, by lawe and juftice lead, 

Did dome my miffe with loffe of my poore head. 
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The which in place I ready am to pay, 
Acknowledging my faultes before you all: 
God graunt my life with fuch effect you way, 
As you may be forewarned by my fall: 

Of lawleffe love the end is bitter gall. 

I now have fayd, and for their witneffe crye, 
How fo I livde, I do repentant dye. 


The Argument for Crefids complaint. 


THE inconftancie of Creffid is fo readie in every mans 
mouth, as it is a needeleffe labour to blafe at full her abufe 
towardes yong Troilus, her frowning on Syr Diomede, her 
wanton lures and love: nevertheleffe, her companie fcorned, 
of thoufandes fometimes fought, her beggerie after brave- 
Meenemlothiome-leproiie aiter lively beautie, her wretched 
age after wanton youth, and her perpetuall infamie after 
violent death, are worthy notes (for others heede) to be re- 
membred. And for as much as Creffids heires in every 
corner live, yea, more cunning then Creffid her felfe in 
wanton exercifes, toyes and inticements, to forewarne all 
men of fuch filthes, to perfuade the infected to fall from 
their follies, and to rayfe a feare in dames untainted to 
offend, I have reported the fubtile fleites, the leaud life, and 
evill fortunes of a courtifane, in Creffid[s] name; whom you 
may fuppofe, in tattered weedes, halfe hungerftarved, mi- 
ferably arrayde, with fcabs, leprofie, and mayngie, to com- 
plaine as followeth. 
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Crefiids conplaint. 


You ramping gyrles, which rage with wanton luft, 
Beholde in me the bitter bloumes of chaunge. 
For worne with woe, who wallowes in the duft, 
And, lepre like, is double mayld with maynge. 
For my defart this fortune is not ftraunge: 
Difdaine my life, but liften to my mone: 
Without good heede the hap may be your owne. 


Though now I am anoynted with annoy, 

My hyde bepatcht with fcabs of fundry hewe, 
I fometime was the ftar of ftately Troy ; 
With beautie blift, my venes as azures blewe, 
No fault in me but that I was untrue: 

In Priams court who did not Creffid like ? 

In lue of love who gave fhe not the gleake? 


Where I was lov’d I feemed alwayes ftraunge, 
Where litle waide I won with gleames of grace, 
My gadding mynd had fuch delight in chaunge, 
As feldome twice the beft I did imbrace ; 

And once beguild with beautie of my face, 
With ebbes of griefe did fall his flouds of joy, 
He fu’d and ferv'd, but Creffid then was coy. 


I did intice King Priams fonnes to love, 
And did repine the pooreft fhould cOltces 

My thralls for grace a thoufand wayes did prove 
On whom I fmyld a happie man was he: 
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The wifeft wits were thus bewitcht by me; 
But as the hawke in mewe at randome lives; 


Yet diet keepes her gorge as feldome greves ; 


So I that livde with ftore of foode at large, 
When hunger pincht on luftie youthes I prayd: 
If boyftrous lads, my gorge did overcharge, 

For tyring meate the deintie boyes were wayde. 
Thus with a meane my prime of pride was ftaide : 
Then was I faire, my traine with oyle was trickt, 
My feathers frefhe were dayly prunde and pickt. 


No toy, no gaude, ne ftraunge devife I fee, 
Though not the firft, the fame I fecond had : 
Glad was the youth that faftned ought on me 
Of brave array : in chaunge I ftill was clad. 
My coft to fee the courtly dames were mad ; 
They did repine the peeres fhould Creffid love, 
When rafcals fcarce to them did liking move. 


Such fancies ftraunge were figur’d in my face, 
As few there were but my good will did move. 


I traind them on with outward fhew of grace: a propertie 
Oar COU 
My garter one, another had my glove, jclan to mae 
My colours all did weare in fine of love ; sot oe ae 
} ; é the fpoile of 
But where in‘ hart I lov’d and liked beft, another. 


He ever wore the fpoyle of all the reft. 


Syr Diomede got both brooch and belt of coft, 
The which in right to Troilus belongs, 
An eyefore fure to him that lovd me moft, 


Painting com- 
mon among 
courtifans. 
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Who might repine, but not revenge his wrongs : 
Leaft notes of hope were turnd to defperate fongs. 
The reft did love as courtiers do in fhowe, 

But he, good foule, did pine away with woe. 


Yet cruell I did fmile to fee his fmart, 

Who fomtime warmd his woes with flender hap, 
Which freefd againe with frownings overthwart ; 
And when with joy he pratled in my lap, 

With peevifh fpeach I would his pleafures fnap ; 
For wronging whom the Trojans did me paint, 
In hart a friend, in face and forme a faint. 


Then judge you may my beautie bare great fway, 
Which thus inthrawld by love a princes fonne, 
My ftate no leffe that durft his futes denay: 

A world it was to heare what praife I wonne, 

A. wonder more how foone my pride was donne. 
My forme did fade, my beautie provd a blafe, 

Or as a toy which forced fooles to gafe. 


Declining yet I had a prefent fhift: 

A painted face did pleafe a gafinge eye ; 

But furfled {tuffe prov’d no induring drift, 

My flibber fauce when wanton girles efpie, 
With open mouth the fame in court they cry: 
Poore Creffid, then, no fooner came in place, 
But fortie frumpes were framed by her face. 


Some faid that I a paffing picture drue, 
Some would have drawen the figure of a fot, 
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The crabtreeface would have mee mend his hue, 
Some in my cheeke did faine to cleare a fpot, 
And all to rub my ftarche away, godwot : 

If, meffellike, my painting fo they pilde, 

They fmylde and faid my filk no colour hilde. 


My felfe did laugh to fee, my painting clearde 

The ftraung defects that withered age did bring: 

A horfeface then, a tawnie hyde appearde, 

A wrinkled mumpes, a foule mifhapen thing, 

A fea of hate, where lively love did fpring. 

Thus beauties beames to clowdes of fcorne to chaunge 
So foone, mee thought, was fure a myrrour ftraunge. 


How evil the 
courtefies of a 


Who once efpyde a frefh the fport begon : coutefan is ac- 
= ited, if the 
Some faid I lookt now of a paffing hew, a ee i 
A fcarce, fome cryde, to keepe goodface from funne. aged. 

Thus was I fcornd when youthfull pride was don: 

Some wild me learne anew my A. B. C. 


With backward reade from H. to fkip to B. 


Yet fo I preaft amid the courtly crew, 


But as the hawke, to gad which knowes the way, 
Will hardly leave to cheake at carren crowes, 

If long unfervde ; fhe waites and wants her pray : 
Or as the horfe, in whom diforder growes, 

His jadith trickes againe wil hardly loofe: 

So they in youth which Venus joyes do prove, 

In drouping age Syr Chaucers jeftes wil love. 


The difeafes 
that followe 
wanton and 
difordered 
living. 
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My felf for profe: when wanton yeres were worne, 
When lookes could yeald no love, but lothfome hate, 
When in my face appeard the form of fcorne, 

When luft for fhame with me might found debate, 
Although I did turne tayle to foules of ftate, 

At vauntage yet with bafer byrdes I met: 

On kytes I prayde till I could partridge get. 


But I fo long on carren crowes did pray, 

My poyfoned bloud in colour waxed pale, 

In natures ayde myne age had wrought decay. 
Now liften, rampes, for here begins my tale ; 
Before my blyffe, but now I blafe my bale, 
For phyfickes arte my furffets can not cure, 
Bound fo perforce, the worft I muft indure. 


In feeking {port my haire did fhed in jeft, 

A forrie joy to ceafeleffe forrowe plight ; 

French feavers now in me can take no rett, 

From bones to flefh, from flefh in open fight, 

With grinckcomes greafe beholde a monftrous wight ! 
My lovers olde with (fawth !) their browes doth bend: 
Of Creffids luft, loe here the lothfome end ! 


Glad is fhe now a browne breade cruft to gnawe, 
Who, deintie once, on fineft cates did frowne ; 
To couch upon foft feames a pad of ftraw, 
Where halfe miflikt were ftately beds of downe: 
By neede enforft, fhe begs on every clowne 

On whom but late the beft would gifts beftow ; 
But {quemifh then, God dyld ye, the faid ne; 
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From top of {tate to tumble thus to thrall, 
Too froward fure dame Fortune was in this, 
But higheft trees in fine have hardeft fall, 

A metrrie meane her partiall hand doth miffe ; 


She pines with pain, or bathes her thralles in bliffe: 


Best therefore, then, for to withftand her might, 
With {word of fame in vertues band to fight. 


But (ah!) in vaine, I frame excufe by fate, 
When due defart doth worke my overthrowe ; 
Ne was I firft by fortune ftauld in ftate, 

My roome by byrth did high renoune beftow, 
Though wicked life hath wrapt me now in woe: 
A warning faire, a myrour full of mone, 

For gadding gyrles a bone to gnaw upon. 


Take heede in time, leaft had I wift you rew, 
And thus perforce I hold my tyred tongue: 

Me thinkes I heare the bell to found adew, 

My withered corps with deadly cold is clung, 

A happier turne if I had dyed yong: 

My fhrouding fheete then had not been of fhame, 
Who, dying now, doth live in filthy: fame. 


Szve bonum, five malum, fama eft. 


The Argument for the difcourfe of 
Rinaldo and Grletta. 


GOOD reader (to continue thy delight) I have made chaunge 
of thy exercife of reading bad verfe, with the proffer of 


G 
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worffer profe ; requefting (as earft I have) that thou wilt 
vouchfafe my well meaning, and mend what thou findeft 
amiffe. This difcourfe was first written in Italian by an 
unknowne authour, the argument of whofe woorke infueth. 
Rinaldo, mafking with faire Giletta (at her brothers marri- 
age) was fo ftraungly furprifed with the love of her, that 
neceffitie inforft him to difcover his forrowes: Giletta, fuf- 
ficiently perfuaded of his conftancie (after long fuite by 
Rinaldo made) was in the end contented to love. After 
thefe two (fecretely) had thus affured themfelves, Rinaldo fel 
ficke, in whofe abfence one Seigner Frizaldo (by her parentes 
confent) was an earneft futer to Giletta, who (inferring on the 
familiaritie between Rinaldo and Giletta) became jealous : to 
quench whofe miftruft, Giletta (for feare of her friendes dif- 
pleafure) was forft to make a fhewe of good will towardes 
Frizaldo, whome fhe loved not, and to hate Rinaldo, whome 
fhe liked as hir life. Rinaldo (unacquainted with his mai- 
{treffe meaning) by the perverfe practifes of Frizaldo was 
driven into defpaire, in fo muche as he leapt into the river 
of Poo, of purpofe to drowne him felfe ; but wearie of this 
enterprife (labouring for life) he recovered the fhoare: 
afterwards was knowne unto Giletta, and, having notice of 
Frizaldos trecherie, he flue him in a combat, and after that, 
with the confent of her friendes, married Giletta. 


Lhe Storie at large. 


IN Italie (neare to the river of Poo) there dwelled a noble 
man of great reputation, called the Lord de Bologna, who 
(befides his fpeciall credite with his prince, his defiered 
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companie among the noble men, his uncontrouled fway 
both in court and countrie, the great poffeffions, inherit- 
aunces, revenues, annuities, and other commodities he had 
to maintaine his honourable calling, to worke his chiefeft 
comfort) had by the lady Katherine his wife a toward yong 
gentleman to his fonne, called Petro de Bologna, and alfo 
a daughter, whofe name was Giletta, at that time unmatcht 
both for vertue, beautie, and fhape. 

Petro de Bologna, having overrun ninetene or twentie 
yeares ({till overlookt with the counfelling eyes of his na- 
turall parents, affured friends, and carefull tutors) became 
not now only defierous of more libertie, but wonne with 
the intifing pleafure of the court, and finding in him felf 
fufficient caufe of defart, he bent him felfe wholy to profeffe 
the exercifes of a perfect courtier ; wherein in fhort time he 
fo greatly profited, as that he was reputed to be one of the 
gallanteft gentlemen in all Italie. Petro de Bologna 
(attaining this eftimation) lived awhile unwitcht with the 
alluring beauties of brave ladies; yet on the fouden, fub- 
jected with the fight of fayre Julict (a noble mans daughter 
of the fayd countrie) and joyning her excellent fhape with 
the report of her matchleffe vertue, he foorthwith trans- 
formed his late liking unto fuch faythful love, as fecretly 
he vowed that neyther change nor chaunce fhould (whiles 
life lafted) remove his affection ; and to make his thraldome 
knowne, by continuall fervice he craved reward. Maiftreffe 
Juliet, finding his wordes in workes, and perceiving by the 
often alteration of his colour what humour moft of all fead 
him (joyning the affured knowledge of his loyall love with 
other his defarts) prefently, in thought, fhe gave confent to 
love ; fo that afterward fhe ufed towardes Petro de Bologna 
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what honeft courtefie fhe coulde. The newes of this love 
was foudenly fpread throughout the whole court, and in the 
end it came unto their parents eares, who, waying the 
equalitie of the match, gave willingly confent unto that 
thefe two lovers moft defiered. And to exile all jealous 
miftruft that lingring might breede, the marriage day was 
in great hafte appointed. 

To honour which a worlde of people reforted unto the 
Lord de Bolognas caftle ; for the intertainment of whiche 
cueftes, there neither wanted coftly cheare, curious fhewes, 
or pleafaunt devifes, that eyther money, friendfhip or cun- 
ning might compaffe. And to be fhort, divers gentlemen 
that were the bridegromes companions (the more to honour 
the marriage) prefented him one night with a mafke, fo 
curioufly fet foorth as it yealded a fingular delight unto all 
the beholders. Among the which mafkers ther was one 
Roberto Rinaldo (a gentleman of better qualities and fhape 
then either of byrth or living) made choice to mafke maif- 
treffe Giletta the bridegromes fifter. But on the fouden he 
was fo furprifed with her paffing beautie, as he fared as one 
whofe fenfes had forgone their dutifull office, he ofte forgot 
to ufe due reverence unto his maiftreffe. Sometimes he 
mafked without meafure, and many times, when the reft 
prefented their ladies with voluntarie prattle, he ufed 
filence. Thus continually vifited with paffionate fits (of the 
beholders marked, of his maiftreffe mifliked) time in the 
ende forced him and the reft from dauncing ; whiche done, 
the mafkers were invited unto a coftly banquet, who, 
(marching with their ladies) with manly force encountred 
vith many a monfter, whofe grofe bodies were transformed 


into a fugred fubftance. The mafkers nowe (on eafie re- 
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queft) did off their vifardes, as wel to make them felves 
knowne unto their maiftreffes, to manifeft their zeale to- 
wardes the lorde of the houfe, the bridegrome and his faire 
bride, as to fhew their defire to delight the whole compa- 
nie. Rinaldo (greatly afhamed of his difordered mafking) 
with blufhing cheekes oftentimes very earneftly behelde 
faire Giletta. Maiftreffe Giletta, feeing him*in thefe paf- 
fions, and knowing his wonted audacitie, was affured fome- 
what was amiffe with him, fo that, to be better acquainted 
with his malladie, with a prettie fmyle fhe ufed thefe 


{peaches. 


Quoth fhe: Friend Rinaldo, I fuppofe your vifard did 
you great wrong this night, for that by your unperfect 


fight you miftooke your choice, fo that, wroth with your 
fortunes, or angrie with poore Giletta, fhe hath noted 


a 


number of fouden alterations in you: but if eyther be the 
caufe, remove your choler, and comfort your felfe, that 


you tempered your toung fo well, as fhe knoweth none of 


your fecretes. 


Rinaldo, glad of this opportunitie, anfwered : My fove- 


reine maiftreffe, in very deede, I greatly miftooke my 
choice: for wheras I had thought and determined to have 
made it fo indifferent, as I might have ufed my tongue at 


will and pleafure, I confeffe it fel out fo unegal, as I (forft) 
muft yeald unworthy to be your flave; fo that mufing on 
this miftaking, I not only mafked mute, but I forgot to 
prefent you with my willing fervice. 


Rinaldo being newely entered into his anfwere, the revels 
broke up, and every man went unto his reft ; fo that he was 
forced to difcontinue his fuite, and bid his maiftreffe fare 


well: which reverently done, he foorthwith went into his 
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chamber, and fo to bed ; but his fleepe he divided on thofe 
whofe heades were free from fancies : for he (God wot) one 
while, matching his bafe eftate with her highe calling, fawe 
an impoffibilitie of favour. Anone, joyning her curteous 
difpofition with the force of love, was fed with flender hope. 
Thus hanging betwene hap and harme, the more he ftrived 
the more he was meafht in the nettes of reftleffe fancie. 
But in the end refolved to profecute his fuit, he foudenly 
caufed his man to light a candle, and then to proffer his 
fervice, to paint his forrowes, and to ufe excufe for his late 
filence, he invented thefe verfes following. 


The pyning wight, prefented with reliefe, 

With fouden joy awhile forgoes his fenfe ; 

The retchleffe youth, likewife, befiegde with griefe, 
With feare difmayd, forgets to ufe defence: 

Such is the force of haftie joy or woe, 

As for the time few knoweth what they doe. 


And I unwares, with both extremes forgone, 
Subject to love, that never felt his force, 

One while difmayd, I ftarvde in wretched mone, 
And straight through hope, I tafted fweet remorfe : 
Souft with thefe ftormes, when I fhuld mone my fuit, 
Small wonder though a while I mafked mute. 


And yet (God not) my fighes did plead amaine: 
They broke the clouds that cowred all my care; 
My ruthfull lookes, prefented ftill my paine, 

As who wold say: When wil the cleare thy fcare? 
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Attending thus, when you fhould note my cafe, 
The time forewent ere I could fue for grace. 


But now (conftraynd) neede makes the creeple goe : 
My feftred fore (of force) fome cure muft feeke, 

My woundes fo bleed I can not hide my woe. 

My hurt is heald, if you my fervice like :» 

Let egall love go bath in wished bliffe, 

Suffifeth me my maiftreffe hand to kiffe. 


So thus, dear dame, you know my cafe and cure: 
It refts in you my life to fave or fpyll. 
If you defire I should thefe ftormes indure, 
Commaund my death, and I will work your wy] ; 
If not, in time him for your fervaunt chufe, 
Who living dies till you his fervice ufe. 

Roberto Rinaldo. 


This little leafure, together with the difquietneffe of 
mynde (as appeareth by the plaineneffe of this invention) 
wrought an alteration in Rinaldo’s mufe; yet, for that his 
devife fomewhat anfwered his owne eftate, he was content 
forpreient ib to maiitretie, Giletta; and, perfeverine in the 
fayde purpofe, the next morning he clothed him felfe in 
ruffet satten, garded with blacke velvet, which witneffed he 
did both hope and dread: he thus appointed (chusing a 
place of mofte advauntage) willingly loft thefeverfes. Giletta, 
by this evening fare well looking for fuch a morning wel. 
come, was the firft that found them; who foudenly with- 
dvewerlicr lelicew with cariiert wdesirey encctually to, perufe 
Rinaldo’s devife. Which done, one while fhe fcorned his 
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bafe eftate, and ftraight fhe was contented of Rinaldo to be 
beloved; fo that (her mynde diftempered with the con- 
trarietie of fancies) neyther angrie nor well pleafed, fhe 
wrote this following anfwere : 

Although it pleafed you this other night (occasion by me 
unhappily miniftred) to intertaine time with an ordinarie 
profeffion of love, yet (mafter Rinaldo) you doe both me 
and your felfe great injurie to continue your needeleffe 
labour with fuch importunancie to me. For that you truft 
to overthrow my vertues, with the affault of wanton per- 
fuafions your felfe, for that Iam affured you warre in vaine ; 
but for that I want wit to incounter you in words or writing, 
I wil hencefoorth likewife want will to take knowledge of 
eyther your exercises. Thus muche (being your firfte at- 
tempt) I thought good to anfwere, leaft you fhould think 
with needleffe niceneffe I acquited your courtefies. And 
for that you knowe the fucceffe of your faultleffe adventures, 
I truft to be no more troubled in anfwering your idle 
letters. 

Giletta de Bologna. 


This letter fo foone as Giletta had furely fealed, fhe 
prefented her felfe in the great chamber: Rinaldo (de- 
lighted in nothing fo mucheas in the fight of his maiftreffe) 
with the firft faluted her. Maiftreffe Giletta courteoufly 
(as fhe did the reft) acquited him, diffembling as then her 
knowledge of his verfes ; but notwithftanding this careleffe 
fhewe, her mynde was combred with a thoufand contrarie 
fancies: one while fhe miftrufted the invention to be his 
owne devife, an other while fhe feared to deliver her an- 
fwere ; nowe fhe loved, ftraight fhe fcorned, and yet in her 
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ereateft difliking fhe liked to looke on Rinaldo; and as it is 
the nature of lovers (fubje¢ét to a thoufand diftreffes) to 
fearch all meanes to be affured of their choyces loyaltie, fo 
here maiftreffe Giletta (newly entered into that profeffion) 
by the often beholding of Rinaldo, and marking the colour 
in his apparell, tooke occafion, under the colour of a plea- 
fant requeft, to be acquainted (perhaps) with shis inward 
difpofition, in fo much when as other ladies charged fuch as 
they thought well of with fervice, quoth fhe, For that I 
know (maifter Rinaldo) you are a very good poet, I in- 
joyne you without further ftudie to fhewe in vearfe to what 
ende you weare blacke upon ruffet? Quoth Rinaldo (will- 
ing to obey this injunction) Deare lady, although my fight 
in poetrie be but fmall, yet will I (to fatisfie your requett) 
fupply my inabilitie of {kill with the abilitie of good will ; 
aac ecoscexecutcithemianes her calledi for pen, puke, and 
paper, in the prefence of a number writing as followeth. 


When fommers force is paft, and winter fets in foote, 

The hart and f{trength of hearbs and trees is nourifht by 
the roote. 

The froftes and froward blafts doth nip the naked fpray, 

The fommer liverie of the bowes with colde is worne away ; 

Yet lives fuch rootes in hope that Phcebus glimering 
beames 

Will once diffolve fyr Hiems force, his froftes and yfie 
hEGea ties: 

And lend reliefe at length, when he their lacke should fee, 

With coates of leaves to cloth their armes, fit garments 
foisasttrec! 

Even fo both hope and dread doth wage continuall fight, 

H 
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Dear dame, in me whofe fommers joy you raifde with 
friendly fight, 

But love, unlookt (God wot) to yoke my wanton yeares, 

Straight ufde his force, and bafe defart confumd my joy 
with feares. 

It rayfed froftes of {corne, my fire to overthrowe, 

This chaungd the fommer of your fight to winter of 
my woe: 

Yet fled my heart to hope, who faintly feedeth me, 

Your pittie paffeth poore eftate, where faythfull love you fee, 

He shewes by fecrete fignes your vertues every one, 

And fayes your beautie breedes no pride, that brueth all 
my mone. 

But maugre friendly hope, bafe hap with me doth ftrive, 

Who weares my flesh with withered feare, how fo my hart 
doth thrive ; 

Which is the very caufe why I thefe colours weare. 

Ihe ground of hope bewrayes my heart, the gards my 
defperate feare: 

But if with graunt of grace my griefes you meane to quite, 

Both hope and dread shall foone be chaungd to colours of 
delight. Roberto Rinaldo. 


Thefe verfes were reafonably liked, both for that they 
were done of the fouden, and that they fomewhat anfwered 
the demaunde ; and yet this proffered love to Giletta bred 
no fufpicion, for that every one thought Rinaldo, on fo good 
occafion, could not otherwife choofe but proffer fome shewe 
of loving fervice. After many had thus commended the 
redineffe of Rinaldos wit, by profe of this invention, at the 
length (quoth Giletta halfe fmyling) Maifter Rinaldo, you 


The Rocke Of Regard. 51 


have clearkly anfwered my queftion; and nowe, knowing 
your cunning, I may haply fet you a worke in matters of 
more importance. Rinaldo (glad of this commendation) 
made anfwere, her caufes could never wearie him, for that 
he had both left his own and al other bufineffe of purpofe 
to do her fervice. The muficke now (a while) commaunded 
them from prattle, and the gallants addreffed them felves 
to dauncing, where Rinaldo, to make amendes for his other 
nights negligence, requefted to leade maiftreffe Giletta the 
meafures. Giletta, although at the firft made the matter 
coy, yet, won by importancie, accepted his courtefie. Ri- 
naldo, fomewhat incouraged by hope, beftowed him felfe to 
the beft liking he could, and (to report the truth) with the 
perfection of arte he made full fatisfa€tion for his former 
diforder. The dauncers, nowe wearied with heate, applied 
themfelves unto more cooler paftimes, and Rinaldo and 
Giletta went to take the ayre at a window, where Giletta, to 
bewray her knowledge of his verfes, ufed thefe fpeaches. 

In good fayth (although againft my will) I fee it is my 
fortune to be acquainted with your fecretes, fo that before 
misftrufting, that Iam moft affured of by your paffionate 
verfes, which (by fortune) I found, I perceive that the late 
miftaking of your love inraged you; yet for that they ap- 
pertaine not unto me, and that ye fhall remove your anger 
from me (if you wil {tay my returne) I will fetch them, and 
make reftitution, affuring you that I neyther have, nor will, 
reveale the knowledge of them to any alive. To ftay her 
departure, quoth Rinaldo, (foftly diftrayning her hand) Since 
my fortunes were fo evill to lofe them, for that feeing an 
impoffibilitie of hap, I would have concealed my harme, I 
am glad my fortune is fo good that they light into her 
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handes, to whom in right they belong, unto whofe power 
(with vowe of continuall fervice) I subject my life, living, 
and libertie. Maiftreffe Giletta, raking up her conceived 
love, in the ashes of fecrecie, thus answered: If I were fo 
fimple to be bewitcht with shadowes, your intising words 
might, no doubt, worke fpoyle of mine honour. In the 
chiefeft hope of my wel doing, quoth Rinaldo (difturbing 
her tale) you have truly defcribed my prefent condition : for 
being reft of heart, the only ftay of life, and dying through 
defpaire, I am in no‘better ftate then a shadows Well, 
quoth Giletta, fince your wit ferves you to flourish on every 
worde figuratively fpoken, I will deliver the reft of my 
minde in more plaine fpeaches. Firft, I muft confeffe my 
inabilitie and unworthineffe to entertaine fuch a fervant: 
then, graunt your wifdome to be fuch that you will not 
beftowe your able fervice, but where you fee sufficient 
abilitie for your well deferving zeale to have deferved hyre. 
Nowe, to your verfes: I thus muche conceive, that to colour 
that, your none colour bewrayes, I meane your love, elfe 
where beftowed, for that I (unhappily) miniftred fome 
{peaches of miftruft, to dymme mine eyes with a vaine 
flourifh, til time fits your better fortunes you ufe this fonde 
profeffion of love. Thus muchI gather, both by your wordes 
and workes, and thus much I had thought to have delivered 
in, in embaffage, unto this teltale paper (making fhew of 
the letter fhe had written); but knowing (quoth she) letters 
to be very blabs, I am glad opportunitie fo ferves that I 
may deliver in wordes both what I thinke of you and your 
fuite. With this she put up her letter againe, I thinke for 
that she woulde not difcomfort Rinaldo with the sharp neffe 
thereof, who faine would have fingered the fame, onely to 
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have beftowed his fkill in anfwere. But to shew his able 
force to incounter her in wordes, In deed, quoth he, letters 
anespub to be uled im neécellitie, and-yet, where oriefs can 
not otherwife be uttered, neceffarie inftruments ; but I find 
this benefit in my bondage, that if I were both hard of 
tong and pen, my flaming fighes, my frofen teares, my wan 
lookes, and withered fleshe, would witneffe*with what de- 
votion I ferved: which zeale, through my chaunging colour 
by you noted, I nota litle joyed, and I no leffe forrowed 
you would not take notice to what faint I ufed this devo- 
tion, when as Rinaldo calleth heaven and earth to witneffe, 
that neyther beautie, braverie, or any other inticement, 
joyned with the credite of the greateft lady in all Italie, 
could fubject his libertie, til Gilettas vertue, matcht with 
matchleffe beautie, reacht the pitch that ftoupt his mounting 
thoughts, to whom, and for whom, he ufeth this fuite, and 
suffreth thefe forowes. Giletta, feeing the continuance of 
his vehemencie, was pretily well perfuaded of his loyaltie, 
in fo muche as, after a number of other proffers and de- 
fences, In hope (quoth she) of your readie dutie, I admit 
you my fervant, with promife to meafure your rewarde be- 
yond defart. Rinaldo, glad of this conqueft, after double 
vowe of faythfulneffe, reverently kiffed his miftreffe hand, 
and for that time committed her a Dzo. 

I will now overleape what a number of fowre and fweete 
thoughtes fead thefe unfained lovers: one while they were 
diftempered with dread ; anon quieted with hope; now de- 
fierous with fecrete vowe to warrant eache other love; 
ftraight hindered by fome unfortunate accident, ftill meashed 
in the {nares of miferie, till: time, that eyther (without con- 
ditions) might gage the other loyaltie, fayth, and conftancie, 
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provided this wifhed opportunitie, which was: On a day 
the Lord Sonfago, father to the late rehearsed bride, to 
perfect the glory of the fayde marriage, inuited the Lorde 
of Bologna, and his fonne in law, with other of their friendes 
and allies, unto his caftle; at whiche place Rinaldo, with the 
ref{t of the ruffling youth, on {mal warning and leffe bidding, 
as ordinarie vifitors of fuch paftimes, prefented them felves. 
The dinner folemnly ended, every one was addreft unto 
the {port moft agreeable to his or their fancie : fome fell to 
dauncing, fome to putting of purpofes, and fuch voluntarie 
prattle: but Rinaldo and his Giletta, otherwife affected 
then to liften to thofe counterfet contentments (to find op- 
portunitie to difcourfe of more ferious matters) with a chofen 
companie, conveyed them felves unto one end of the great 
chamber, where Rinaldo, to paffe the time in reporting the 
{traunge effects of love, (playing on a lute) soung the fol- 
lowing invention: 


In bondage free I live, yet free am fettered faste ; 

In pleafure paine, in paine I find a thousand pleafures platte: 

I frye, yet frosen am, I freefe amid the fire ; 

I have my wifh, and want my will, yet both as I defire. 

I love and live by lokes, and loking workes my woe: 

Were love no god, this life were ftrange, but as he is, not so ; 

For through his awkward fitts, I fuck fuch fweete in fower, 

“As Ia yeare of dole would bide, to have one lightning 
hower. 

I like no life, but fuch as worketh with his will, 

His wil my with, my with to love, betyde good luck or ill, 

No choyce fhall make mee chaunge, or fancie new defire, 

Although defire firft blew the cole that fet my thoughtes 

Ole ite: 
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But fire, froftes and all, fuch calme contents doth move, 

As forft I graunt there is no life to that is led_in love. 

Yea, bafe I thinke his thought, that would not gladly die 

To leade but halfe of halfe an houre in fuch delight as I. 

Now, thou, deare dame, that workfte thefe fweete effectes 
in mee, 

Vouchsafe my zeale, that onely feeke to ferve and honour 
thée, 

So fhall my thralled breft for fancies free have fcope; 

If not, it helpes, I have free will to love and live in hope. 

Roberto Rinaldo. 


Thefe verfes, although they were in number few, yet the 
{weetnes of the tune, together with the rarenefs of the in- 
vention, running altogether uppon contraries, made them 
to be fingularly well liked, especially of myftreffe Giletta, 
who could now no longer diffemble her love: in so much 
as, to further occafion of knowledge, fhee requefted of her 
fervaunt to have a coppie of the faid verfes. Rinaldo, of 
nothing more defirous then with courtefie and service to 
prefent his myftreffe, having this fonet already faire written, 
firft fatisfied her requeft, with the delivery thereof, and next 
folicited his owne forrowes, with thefe perfuading wordes. 

My good myftreffe, lam glad (quoth hee) your eare was 
fo ready to heare my ftraunge eftate difcourfed, as that 
your heart confenteth (in perufing this worthleffe fonet) to 
continue in your remembraunce my fower paffions, never 
appeafed, though fometimes comforted with the fweete 
effects of hope. So that, if it pleafe you to note the fequele 
of my life, you fhal eafily fee the fubje€tion of my libertie ; 
which knowne, I no otherwife conceive of your courteous 
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difpofition, but fo often as you reade my craving woords, 
feing them confirmed in works, fo often you wil be ready 
to perfect my unfure hope with affured hap ; I meane, be- 
ftowe your love on him, who, were it not to do you fervice, 
would through the extremitie of love rather wifh to die 
then live. My good fervaunt (quoth Giletta) I thinke your 
cure ftands not uppon fuch neceffitie, but reafon in time 
may qualifie your raging fire, and wyfedome warme your 
frofen feares, or, at the leaft wife, warne you from fuch un- 
temperate affections. O! no, (quoth Rinaldo): time hath 
made both extreemes more extreeme, for when as reafon 
would have quenched my burning love with the thought of 
my unwoorthines, the remembraunce of your worthines 
made my heate more fervent: when hope would have 
warmed my frofen doubtes with the knowledge of your 
ereat pitie and compaffion, the confideration of my bafe de- 
fert {treight made my cold more cruell: fo that, intertayning 
time with thefe thoughtes, time hath brought both ex- 
tremities now to fuch a mifchiefe, that neceffitie (perforce) 
commaundes mee to feeke qualification at your handes, in 
whofe good will the temperature confifteth. 

I thinke (quoth Giletta) my milde difpofition, in very 
deede, makes you a greate deale more defirous; yea your 
knowledge of my inward lyking by my outward lookes 
difcovered, makes you fo earneft a futer; but if I were 
perfuaded your love to be as great in zeale as in fhowe, 
yet for that I know not whether it tends to honeftie or my 
difhonour, I can hardly aunfweare your fute: if any way, 
with the fpoile of my good name you feeke to feede fome 
foule affection, your love I loth, and fo you fue in vaine. 
O! my fweete mytftreffe (quoth Rinaldo) your words at 
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one inftant have joynde two contraries in fuch mortall 
fight, as to whom the victorie will incline is as yet doubt- 
ful, I meane hope and defpaire ; for I, earneftly beholding 
your lokes when as you faid they fhewde you loved in 
very deede, to my judgement I fawe in them the very image 
of love: therewithall (quoth I) to my felfe, Love cannot 
hate the welwillers of love. But as I was continuing this 
fancie, with the continuance of other your comfortable 
{peaches, on the foudaine, an Yf# diftrufting my loyaltie, 
cleane altered the cafe: for (truft mee, fwete myftreffe) my 
faithful love, unfpotted with villanous defire, when you ufed 
thofe fpeaches, ftreight murmured at your fufpicion; yea, 
dread {till perfuades mee your over often miftruft will 
hinder the acquitall of my deferte ; and yet hope, defirous of 
victory, wills mee not to bee difcomforted thorough your 
wife mifdoubte, leaft filence in mee fhould woorke in you a 
greater fufpicion. Wherefore, before God and you, I proteft 
with my heart, yea if you pleafe to ufe the world for after 
witnes, I wil fweare unto you all, I never had the thought 
that tended unto your difhonour: then dafhe (good lady) 
this hard condition of foule defire from out the other cove- 
naunts of love, and take my vow of faithfulnes for the war- 
rantyfe of my honeft and true intent. Sutes muft have an 
end, and forrowes a falve, either by the benefite of fortune, 
or violence of death; for I, thorough the extremitie of 
forrow, being now brought to the exigent of defperation, 
am forft to fue unto you for attonement, prefenting unto 
mee, in this cafe, both the image of good fortune and death ; 
of good fortune, if you love where you are loved ; of death, 
if you hate where you are honoured. Sufficient triall you 
have had of my loyaltie. Since fo (good lady), fay yea or 
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no: either anfwere wil worke appeafement of my forrowes, 
the one with death, the other with delighte. Soft! (quoth 
Giletta) hafte makes wafte, your harveft is yet in graffe ; 
you may very well ftay for aunfweare. Thefe words with 
a fmylyng countenaunce delivered, fhee forced to departe, 
yet not in fuch haft but that Rinaldo had leyfure ynoughe 
to rob her of a kiffe; which fed him with fuch a fweete con- 
ceite, as that hee was perfuaded, with the affault of impor- 
tunancie, on the next adventure to conquer her ftraungnes, 
and attaine good will, fo that, to lay his fiedge with the 
better advauntage, to her doubtfull woordes hee thus 
replied. 


More hafte then neede doth turne to wafte, 
and wafte doth al thinges marre: 
Your harveft is in graffe, good fyr, 
as haftie as you are. 


This doubtfull jeaft, among my joyes, 
my my({treffe late did poppe ; 
But I reply, that backward hafte 
can never blaft my croppe. 


For fith ({weete wench) my feede of love 
hath taken roote in time, 

And cleare efcapt the froftes of fcorne 
that pincht it in the prime, 


Now that the fpring time of your grace 
hath raifde it to an eare, 

The kindely riping of the fame 

in faith I litle feare: 
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For fcorched fythes, like fummers funne, 
will haften on this wheate ; ; 

And ftormes of teares, as heavenly dewe, 
fhall nourifh with the heate. 


The jelous weedes of foule fufpect, 
which lovers joyes doth fting, 
Shall cropped bee with hooke of faith, 
that favour freafh may fpring. 


Then, banifh dread from thee, deere dame ; 
my fpeede will worke no watte, 
Since that the feafon ferves fo well 
our harveft for to hafte. 
Roberto Rinaldo. 


Thefe verfes ‘were written in haft, and prefented in as 
much hafte, fuch was Rinaldos haftie defire afrefh to fol- 
lowe his fute; and yet not fo haftie as of Giletta hartily 
wifhed, the heate of eithers love for eithers fight fo haftily 
thyrfted. But now, to cut off circumftances, Rinaldo, up- 
pon this new onfet, charged his maiftres with fuch vehe- 
ment perfuafions, as her niceneffe was no force to make 
further defence ; in fo much, uppon a modeft occafion, fhee 
yelded to love. This fweete confent by Giletta pronounced, 
with foudaine joy fo fpoiled Rinaldos fenfes, as for a time 
hee fared liked one in an extafie. But fo foone as this fit 
was overblowne (quoth he) Rinaldo, how bountifully hath 
fortune dealt with thee! How bleffed is thy eftate! canft 
thou tell? O, noe! Thy joyes fo hugely flow, as the leaft 
of a thoufand comforts thou canft not utter. And could 
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good Giletta fo much tender thy diftreffe? Could fhee 
brooke Rinaldoes povertie ? And could fhee love the wight 
unworthie to be her flave? Her felfe faid, Yea. Then (as 
homage of his faved life) moft worthie miftrefse, of thy un- 
worthie fervaunt, receive, with vowe of continuaunce, faith, 
honour, love, and fervice.. I crave no more fave faithfull 
love (quoth Giletta): Giletta herfelfe, in difcharge of her 
duetie, will ufe towards her Rinaldo honour and obedience ; 
whom if shee finde conftante, let fortune doe her wortft; 
shee hath her contentment. And yet, my good Rinaldo, 
(quoth shee) forefight is the onely inftrument of quietnes. 
I knowe my father and other friends, if they knewe of our 
love, with ftormes of difpleafure would hinder the accom- 
plishment of our defires. If whofe good will by any meanes 
may be wonne, the execution of our joyes, I meane our mari- 
age day, is well delayed ; but if they will [not] confent, happ 
wel, happ ill, Giletta fubmitted her felfe to Rinaldoes good 
will. My good maiftreffe, (quoth hee) your poore fervaunt 
(full fatisfied for his harde fortunes fore paft, as alfo to 
come) fubjectes himfelf to your wife confideration. Yea, 
Rinaldo wil not in one jot contrary Gilettas direction, al- 
thoughe hee purchafe death with the execution of her 
pleafure. Wel, quoth Giletta, let time worke her will; yet 
live thou, Rinaldo, affured of thy Gilettas love, who like 
wife liveth in hope of thine. But in. hope, fweete myftrefse ? 
(quoth Rinaldo) there is no hope withoute miftrufte, and 
caufeleffe miftruft woorketh two injuries; the one in dif- 
tempering the miftrufters minde, the other in fufpecting the 
well meaninge friend. But the offence towardes mee I 
freely pardon, fo that thou wilte (to woorke thine owne 
quietneffe) take knowledge how that my heart is clofe pri- 
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foner in thy breaft, which maye not be removed without 
thy confente. And for that wee muft attende time for the 
perfection of our joyes, to intertaine time withoute diftrufte 
of loyaltie, deare lady, of thy poore fervaunte, vouchfafe to 
take this diamond, whofe poefie is f well not falfe my faith : 
proteftinge before the hyeft to accomplifh thofe woordes in 

woorkes. Giletta, willingly receyvinge this ring, in this 
~ fort acquited him: My good Rinaldo (quoth fhee) I grate- 
fully accept your gift ; and, that in abfence you may both 
thinke of mee and your vowe, for my fake weare you this 
jewell, wherein is written, /ortune may hinder my love, yet 
none but death fhall breake my vowe. 

Thefe two lovers, having by fecrete othe thus warranted 
eche others love, leaft their overlonge talke mighte breede 
fufpicion, now conveyed themfelves into the thickeft of the 
company ; where, after they had a while fhewed themfelves, 
Rinaldo in refpecte of his late conquefte had the ordinarye 
pleafures, the which hee fawe, in fkorne. In fomuch that to 
perfecte his contentemente with fweete imaginations, hee 
convayed himfelfe into his chamber ; where, in praife of his 
good myftrefse and triumphe of his fortunes, hee wrote as 
followeth. 


Beautie, leave off to brag, thy bravery is but brayd: 

Thou mayft (God wot) thy vifard vaile, thy wanton mafkes 
are wrayd. 

Thy toyes in thy attire, thy plumes fortells thy pride, 

Thy coynes, thy caules, thy curling coft, thy furfling helpes 
are fpide. 

Thy gafes are for gueftes that garifh fhowes wil eye, 

Elfe who fo blinde but that he can a painted vifage {pie ; 
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Then goe, and market keepe where chaffe is fowld for 
corne. 

I hould (God wot) thy vauntes as vaine; thy lures and 
lovesl icormes 

For I beloved am of one that thee doth pafse 

In faith as much as fineft gold excelles the courfeft brafse. 

She needes no frizling feates, nor bumbafte for her breaftes, 

No glittring fpangles for the gafe, no jerkyns, jagges, nor 
jeftes ; 

Her onely felfe a funne, when thou art judgde a ftarre, 

Her fober lookes workes more regard then all thy ruffling 
faire: 

The reafon is, the heavens, to reape the praife alone, 

Did frame her eyes, her head, and handes of pearle and 
precious ftone ; 

Which jewells needes no helpe their beauties for to blafe, 

When bravery fhadowes fowle defectes, or ferves for wan- 
tonivate, 

Befides her feature rare, her further fame to raife, 

Her witt, her wordes, her workes in fhowe, doth winne a 
world of praife. 

Then, beautie, have no {corne, thy roome for to refigne 

To her, whofe fundry markes of grace thus shewes shee is 
divine. 

If not, thy champion chufe, if any dare avowe 

I doe the[e] wronge thee to abufe, and her fo to allowe, 

And him I challenge forth, by force of fight to prove 

Shee hath no match whom thus in heart I honour, ferve, 
and love. Roberto Rinaldo. 


Thefe verfes, although they were too affectionately writ- 
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ten, yet for two caufes they were of Giletta very well lyked: 
the one was thoroughe the humour, wherewith mofte women 
are infected, defirous to be praifed; the other, for that Ri- 
naldo was the man that had foe highlye commended her, 
whom {fhe wifhed to be as farre overfeene in affection, as in 
his invention: and although fhe acquited not his paines 
with her penne, yet with other courtefies fhee fufficiently 
wrought his contentment. In this fort, in abfence with 
letters, in presence with lokes, fignes, and loving greetings, 
now and then with a ftollen kiffe interjoyned, for a fpace 
thefe lovers, the one the other delighted. But (oh!) I fighe 
to report, how soudainly fortune threatened the fpoile of 
their defires, yea, when they thought themfelves of her 
favor moft affured: fuch are the chaunges and chaunces of 
love. But fith her thretning (after a number of griefes by 
thefe two lovers fuffered) tourned into grace, with more 
willingnes I enter into difcourfe of their forrowes as fol- 
loweth. 

Rinaldo (unhappily) matched with an ague, through the 
extremitie of his malladie was forft to keepe his chamber, 
fo that by this accident exiled from the fight of his faire 
maiftreffe, the furie of his fever was no fooner overpatte, 
but ftreight he was chaunged with feareful fancies, con- 
tinually dreading how that his abfence would turne his 
ladies love to miflyking. Thus hourely vifited with untem- 
perate fittes (poore man) hee was brought fo lowe as that, 
aelives Nneesrepreientcdeihe veryaimace, of death: Good 
Giletta, forrowing the long abfence of her Rinaldo, in the 
ende hearing the unwelcome newes of his daungerous fick- 
nes, prefently fared as though fhee had felt the extremitie 
of his fitts: one while fhe determined to goe her felfe and 
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comfort him ; ftreight fhe dreaded the fuspicion that might 
crowe thereof; efpecially for that Seignor Frizaldo, by the 
procurement of her friends, was fo hot a futer, as without 
fome jelous thought he could never part her fighte. Yet, not- 
withftanding all thefe hinderaunces, in the ende fhe was re- 
folved to vifite her lovinge Rinaldo, not by fecret ftealth, 
but with fuch a chofen companie, as it could be no other- 
wife thoughte but that onely for courtefie she went to com- 
fort him. Seignior Frizaldo (with the reft of the gentles) 
would needes waite of miftrefse Giletta, whofe fervice, I am 
afsured, was yll accepted, and himfelfe to Rinaldo worfe 
welcome. But fecrete griefes, shadowed with fained good 
will, Giletta outwardly for his curtefie thanked Frizaldo, 
and went with him and the reft to Rinaldoes lodging: which 
courtly company, at their firft comming, were brought into 
the fickmans chamber, whom when Giletta efpyed to lye 
languishing on his bedde, to comforte him firft of all she 
ufed this greeting. How fares my good fervaunt ? (quoth 
shee). Rinaldo, on the foudaine vewing his ladie, was fo 
overcome with foudaine joy, as on the foudaine, the aun- 
{were of his eftate was farre to feeke: which when Giletta 
perceived, in this fort shee continued her comforting 
woordes. What man! (quoth shee) be of good cheere; a 
luftie hart will foone conguere this ficknes, difmay not your 
felfe with feare. By this time a fighe had untyde Rinal- 
does tongue, who very foftly, for feare of fufpicion, thus 
replied: In very deede, fweete myftreffe (quoth hee) if I 
had had the ufe of my hart, longe or this my griefes had 
beene. eafed|: but, ah! my hart elfeswheresattenace samc 
Giletta (and none elfe) that may difpofe the fame. Well 
(quoth fhee) fince I have the ufe thereof, Iam taught by 
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good authoritie to keepe the founde from the ficke: your 
body is now diftempered with a fever, your heart with mee 
fareth no worfe then mine; fo that at the leaft I will have 
the beftowing therof, till I fee you in perfect health, yet 
thinke that the comfort both of mine and your owne fhal 
Bewapplyed for your, relietey “Here? Giletta “gave libertie 
unto the reft for to greete Rinaldo, who beftowed their 
talke (as they thought) to his great delight; but Rinaldo, 
that rather regarded the fober lookes and modeft behaviour 
of Giletta then the shyning braverie of the reft, gave fmall 
eare unto their plefaunt prattle ; yea, feemed halfe offended 
with the continuaunce thereof, as who would faye, the fight 
of their wantonnes wrought a fresh remembrance of his 
wretchednes. And truly there can be no greater torment 
unto the penfive wight then to be throwne into the com- 
panie of the pleafant; not for that he repineth at them, 
but that he cannot attaine their happineffe. The company 
perceyving the fmall comforte Rinaldo toke in their per- 
fuafions, on the foudaine became filente, fo that Giletta had 
now libertie to make an ende of her tale: who (for that 
night drue neare) knit it uppe with this farewell. I fee 
wel, good fervaunt (quoth fhee) that our company (although 
wee came for courtefie) is rather a cumber then a comfort 
to your forrowes, and therefore wee will now betake you to 
God. But to witneffe I alwayes with your contentment, 
vouchfafe this pofie of giliflowers, which carrieth this vertue, 
that about whofe head they bee beftowed, the fame wighte 
fhal not bee much frighted with fearefull fancies. God 
graunt that be true (quod Rinaldo) for truft mee, fweete 
my({treffe, the difquietnes of my minde hurtes mee more 
then the diftemperature of my body ; but howe much of this 
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vertue faileth in your flowers, fo much I already finde in 
your friendly woordes; and to continue in remembraunce 
your care to cure my miferies, weare you, good myftreffe, 
this rofemary braunche. Giletta, willingly receyving the 
fame, for that fhe was to depart, with the help of another 
gentlewoman raifed Rinaldoes pillowes, and layde his 
bedde furniture handfomly about him, where Giletta bow- 
ing over him to amende fome thinge oute of order, by for- 
tune left with Rinaldo a kiffe, the comforte whereof exiled 
the griefe hee fhould elfe have conceived by her departure. 
But I am affured this poore ftolen kiffe no more pleafed 
Rinaldo then it offended Frizaldo, who (God wot) with 
great impatiencie murmured at thefe two lovers familiaritie ; 
and although the reft toke no heede of their {peaches, yet 
his jelious fufpicion both read the letters of their flowers, 
and wrefted out the fenfe of their fubtile wordes. Never- 
theleffe (for the place fake at that time) hee hidde his con- 
ceyved hatred towards Rinaldo with a friendly farewell, 
but in the waye homeward, hee pincht Giletta with this 
fcoffinge requeft: Away with this rofemary (quoth hee) 
left it hide fome infection (being fometime ficke Rinaldoes). 
That maye offende you (quoth Giletta) ; if it were any wayes 
infected by this time the open ayre hath purged it, but if 
before this time, I my felfe am infected, it fmally helpes to 
throwe away this poore braunch, and fo your counfel is out 
of feafon ; and yet for the fame I courteoufly thancke you. 
Well, quoth Frizaldo, fnuffinge at this aunfweare, you were 
beft to perfecte your delighte, to weare a rofe with your 
rofemarie; meaning the firft letters of thofe two flowers 
aunfweared her lovers name, Roberto Rinaldo. Thefe 
woordes ftroake poore Giletta dead, and yet fhee pretily 
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(diffemblinge her knowledge of Frizaldoes minde) found 
out meanes to cutte off thofe croffe fpeaches with arguments 
that meetely well contented him. But, poore wench, fo 
foone as fhee was beftowed alone in her chamber, folitari- 
neffe wroughte a frefhe remembraunce of Frizaldoes doubt- 
full woordes ; but yet, after fhee had a fpace bewayled her 
fortunes, fhee wifely entered into the confideration of her 
owne eftate, and waying howe greatly that Frizaldo was 
favoured of her friendes, and on the contrarie parte, Rinaldo 
of {mall accompte, {hee concluded (to pleafe all her friendes 
and contente both her lovers) to ufe this policie. Frizaldo, 
whom fhee fmally efteemed, fhee mente to feede with cour- 
teous delayes; Rinaldo, whom in deede fhee honoured, 
fhee determined in heart to love, and in fhowe to hate; 
thinking by this meanes that fhe fhould extinguish and 
quench Frizaldos jelous fufpicion, which in very deede 
contraried her imagination. For although he liked Gilettas 
intertaynment, yet hee continually feared her affection 
towardes Rinaldo; yea, hee eyed her with fuch miftruft, as 
that shee could hardly finde occafion to acquainte her 
Rinaldo with this devife. Notwithftanding, hopinge of fa- 
vourable time to execute her purpofe, shee continued her 
fained good will towards Frizaldo, but Rinaldo shee would 
neither fee, fend, nor write unto: who, wonderinge at this 
infolencie and ftraungenes, although hee had hardly reco- 
vered his empayred health, yet hee adventured abroade to 
learne the caufe of this foudaine alteration. But his over- 
much temeritie and makinge haft herein had wroughte 
wofull wafte of his life had not God wonderfully faved him. 
For, repayringe unto the place of his wonted joy and 
accuftomed comforte, hee found his myftreffe dallying with 
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a fresh gallant: on him shee would not vouchfafe to 
looke ; yea, if on occafion hee faluted her by the name of 
hys myftreffe, very difdainfully and fcornefully, or not at all, 
shee aunfweared him: on him shee frowned with a curft 
countenaunce: on his enimie shee fleared with a delight- 
fome favour: with him shee would not fpeake: with his 
enimie shee continually talked. Which unfriendly wel- 
come was far worfe (God wot) to Rinaldo then his late fick- 
nes; but worft of al he digefted the report of the courtiers, 
who (inferring on their familiaritie) gave out for certainty 
that Segnior Frizaldo should marie with myftres Giletta. 
Thefe newes poore Rinaldo was like ynough to credite, 
himfelfe feeing fuch apparaunte proofe thereof; yea, hee 
credited them fo farre, as hee could not away with any 
thought of hope: in fo much that fcorning both courte and 
companie, as one forfaken of himfelfe, hee forthwith went 
unto his chamber, wheras paffionately difcourfinge on his 
harde fortunes, which plaint hee powdred with a thoufand 
fighes, by chaunce hee faftned his eye on the jewel which 
Giletta had beftowed on him; and with little luft reading 
the pofie thereof, fuppofing she had falfified her vowe, toucht 
with the proofe of his wretchednes, hee forthwith wrote thefe 
under written verfes : 


For faithfull love, the hate I finde in lue, 
My vowe performde, the falfe of her beheft, 
The {mall rewarde I reape for fervice true, 
Her joy to fee mee plunged in unreft, 

Doth force mee fay, to finde an ende of paine, 
O, fancie die, thou feedeft hope in vaine! 
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I fue for grace, shee {myles to fee my {mart, 

I pleade for peace, shee feekes to fowe debate, 

My fowre her fweete, my griefe doth glad her hart, 
I fawne, shee frownes, I love, and shee doth hate: 
Sith foe, I fay, to finde an ende of paine, 

O, fancie die, thou feedeft hope in vaine! 


Starve thou, defire, which keepeth life in love, 

And fo my thought from showring woe shall ceafe, 
But love alive, while fancie hope may move, 

A lyving death my forrowes will increafe ; 
Wherefore, I fay, to finde an ende of paine, 

O, fancie die, thou feedeft hope in vaine! 


My fancies dead, I end of woes should finde, 
My eyes, nay feas (God wot) of brackish teares 
Would leave to love, whom love hath made fo blinde: 
My thorned thoughtes no more should fofter feares : 
But oh (aye mee!) for to proroge my paine, 

My fancies live, and feedeth hope in vaine. 


Doe what I can, I pray on plighted troth, 
I (simple) thinke, shee will not breake this bonde, 
T vowe to love, [ will not falfe my othe ; 
But, ah! I finde her false, and I too fonde: 
Wherefore, good death, at once delay my paine ; 
My fancies live, and feedeth hope in vaine. 
Roberto Rinaldo. 


Unto thefe verfes Rinaldo fet a very follem note, and the 
nighte following, hee beftowed himfelfe under Gilettas 
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chamber windowe, where (playing on his lute) hee very 
mournefully founge this paffionate invention, of purpofe 
(like unto the fwanne that fings before her death) to bid his 
my{treffe adieu for ever. 

Good Giletta, hearing this forrowfull farewell, much la- 
mented her fervants eftate, yet durft shee not at that in- 
ftant any wayes comfort him. The caufe was, Segnior 
F'rizaldo was then in her chamber, who knew very well that 
it was Rinaldo, that with his follem muficke, faluted mys- 
treffe Giletta ; yea, hee knew by the over often chaunging 
of her couler, how (notwithftanding her diffimulation) fhe 
greatly forrowed Rinaldos diftreffe: and therefore he thought 
beft, during his difcomforture, by fome flye policie at once 
to overthrow him with diftruft: and until the execution of 
this treachery, he thought beft to give him this bone'to gnaw 
uppon. First to fhew his credite to be admitted into her 
chamber at that time of the night ; next (to prove his autho- 
ritie) hee called Giletta by the name of his fubject, who 
duetifully aunfwered him with the title of her fovereigne : 
which done (quoth hee, looking out of the window) It is for 
your fake (faire lady) wee are prefented with this fweete 
muficke ; and although your unknowen welwiller maketh 
fhow of the forrowes hee fuffers not, yet courtefie wills you 
to intercept his paines with thankes. Poor Rinaldo, hear- 
ing Frizaldos tongue, made no ftaye for Gilettas thankes, 
but returning to his chamber (as one that had foregone his 
fenfes) a while in fighes he uttered his plainte. And after 
his forrowe was fomewhat eafed (quoth hee) Alas! good 
Giletta, thy exchaunge is very hard, to leave to be Rinaldos 
myttreffe to become Frizaldos fubject. But, Rinaldo, worfe 
is thy hap that thou muft ferve her, that is fubject to thy 
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mortal enimie: thy thraldome is intollerable, thy torments 
without end ; with violent death difpatch both thy fervitude 
and forrowes, fo fhalt thou force them to pittie that now 
triumphe at thy miferies. In this fort Rinaldo continually 
raged at his fortunes. Well, however Rinaldo fared, Giletta 
was not free from forrowes : for, good foule, fhee thought it 
hie time to acquaint her fervaunt with the continuance of her 
love; and although fhee had attempted many wayes, yet 
fhee found no currant opportunitie for difcoverie thereof, 
till in the end fhee determined, by letters, to deliver the 
embaffage of her minde, to which effecte fhee one day wrote 
thefe lines following : 

My good fervaunte, I cannot but fighe to thinke on thy 
forrowes, who, inferring on my ftraungeneffe, haft my faith- 
full love in fufpicion; and yet I cannot blame thee, that 
knoweft not what neceffitie inforceth my coyneffe: alas! I 
live in the gaze of jelous diftrufie, who, with lynxes eyes, 
watcheth my behaviour, fo that of force I am forft to carrie 
a fhew of hatred where in heart I love. But of this affure 
thy felfe, although Frizaldo (whofe familiaritie woorketh thy 
feare) weareth both my glove and garter, yet Rinaldo hath, 
and fhall have, my heart. So that (fweete friend) from 
hencefoorth (having my conftancie thus warranted) when 
moft I lowre, contrary my lookes with fmiling thoughtes. 
And thus, till more fortunate time do perfect our withed 
defires, thy loving myftreffe wifheth thee well to fare. 

Giletta de Bologna. 

When good Giletta had thus ended her letters, for that 
fhee durft not truft Rofina, her wayting woman, with the 
deliverie of them, whom fhe knewe to be too well affected 
towardes Frizaldo to worke him fuch an injurie, fhee deter- 
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mined to be the embaffadour her felfe : to accomplith which 
devife {hee made an apple hollowe, wherein fhee beftowed 
this letter, which thee clofed fo cunningly, that none by the 
outward showcould perceive the inward charge thereof. But, 
oh the force of jelofie! Frizaldo, for that he could not alwayes 
be prefent to eye Gilettas behaviour, wonne her waytinge 
woman to watch her fo narrowly as shee might bee able to 
yeeld accompt of all her doinges. This trayterous mayde 
to her myftreffe fo truftily performed his requeft, as, al- 
though Giletta practifed this devife in her fecret ciofet, yet 
through the cranell of a wall, shee had notice thereof; so 
that the night following shee came to the fingering of this 
apple, and, finding thefe loving lines in the body thereof, 
shee forthwith went to Frizaldo, to whom shee delivered 
both the letter and apple. But he, that foreknew Gilettas 
love towards Rinaldo, was rather glad then fadde of thefe 
newes ; for by this meanes he fpyde occafion prefently to 
overthrowe Rinaldo with defpaire. To further which vil- 
lanous trechery, as neere as he could he counterfeited 
Gilettas hand, and then, in fteede of her courteous lines (in 
her name) hee wrote this uncomfortable letter : 

Rinaldo, thy diffembling hath wrought my difpleafure ; 
and although I will not shew how, nor wherein, thou art 
unjuft, yet know thou I know fo well thy villanies, as no 
excufe shall remove mee from revenge. And if my un- 
pleafaunt lookes any way offende thee, affure thy felfe my 
heart tenne times more abhorreth thee: thereof let this 
my hand writing be a witnes, which I my felfe deliver to 
this ende, that thou mayft at once end both thy hope and 
unregarded fute: by her that hates the more then shee loves 
herfelfe, Giletla de Bologna. 
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When Frizaldo had made an ende of this letter, hee be- 
ftowed it in the apple, and wild Rofina to laye the fame 
where shee found it: the next day hee brought Giletta, 
where of force shee muft fee her loving Rinaldo, and of 
purpofe feemed careleffe of her behaviour, that she might 
have opportunitie to falute her forrowful fervaunt. Poore 
Giletta, unacquainted with this treacherie, fithplie delivered 
Rinaldo the apple, faying, the vertue in the fruite was of 
force to end his forrowes. Herewith shee hafted after Fri- 
zaldo, without either anfwere or thankes at her iervauntes 
hands, who, receyving this courtefie beyond all hope, as one 
amafed at fo foudaine a joy, it was longe ere hee tafted 
this apple, and finding a letter inclofed therein, I can hardly 
report the one halfe of his delight ; but this I am affured, 
for his faire myftreffe fake he a hundred times kift both the 
feale and fuperfcription, before he adventured to take know- 
ledge of the hidden meffage therein : but when he ripped it 
open, and found the forecited newes, alas, poore man! his 
late fweete motions fo increafed his fowre paffions, that if 
it were poffible for anye to tafte more miferies, his fare ex- 
ceeded the torments of hell. 

Ah God! (quoth hee) how maye it fo fweete a face fhould 
be matcht with fo cruel a hart, fuch heavenly lookes with 
fuch hellifh thoughts, fo faire a creature with fo foule con- 
ditions, and fo modeft a countenance with fo mercileffe a 
minde? O Giletta! what meaneft thou fo to ecclipfe thy 
honour, darken thy vertue, and fpoile thy wonted report of 
pitie, by murthering of thy faithfull friend? Hadft thou 
no feare of infamie? No thought of former vow? Might 
not remorfe of confcience withdrawe thee from difloyaltie ? 
Madeft thou no more accompte of love then like unto a 
L 
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garment, at thy pleafure to put off and on? Couldeft thou 
doe Rinaldo fuch injurie as to let another devoure the 
fruites of his toyle? Wouldeft thou fuffer Frizaldo to reape 
the crop of love that Rinaldo fowed with fighes, weeded with 
faith, did nourifh with teares, and ripened with continual 
fervice? Suppofe I admitt the force of thy fecond love, in 
excufe of all thefe wronges, with what face couldft thou 
triumphe in my miferies ? Yea, defire my death, that loved 
thee fo deare? Truft mee, cruell Giletta, if thine owne 
writing had not been witneffe, I would never have thought 
thee inconftant, nor had not thine own hands delivered the 
in{ftrument of my deftruction, I would hardly a credited thy 
letters; but on fo certaine a proofe, in vayne it were to hope. 
Ah, God! how rightly didft thou hit my fortune, when as 
thou faidft, thy apple would eafe my forrowes: in deed I 
found it in my death, and only death muft cure my grief. 
And fith fo fubtily thou prophefiedft my deftruction, fince 
it agreeth with thy wil, thy wretched defire shal foorthwith 
be wrought. In this defperate mynde Rinaldo hafted 
unto the river of Poo, where, by the shore fide, he fawe a 
fimple man, to whome he delivered a fcroll wherein was 


written, 


Giletta, falfe of faith, Rinaldo nipt fo nye, 
Lhat, lo! he chofe, before his time in Jtremes of Poo to dy. 


Whiche verfes he requefted the poore man to deliver at 
the Lorde de Bolognas caftile to maiftreffe Giletta, and 
then, without ufing any other fpeache, he lept into the 
river. The poore man, halfe amazed at this wilful acte, 
foorthwith hafted unto the Lorde de Bolognas caftle, where, 
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after he had delivered the writing to Giletta, he shewed for 
certaintie he faw Rinaldo drowne him felf. The newes was 
unwelcome unto everie, hearer (fave only to Frizaldo, that 
trayned him into this mifchiefe), but efpecially to Giletta 
this tydinges was too too grievous: she weapt, she waylde, 
she blamed her and his unlucky fortune, Frizaldos jealoufie, 
her friendes untowardneffe, and chiefly her owne nyceneffe, 
as inftruments of Rinaldos lamentable deftinie : infomuch 
as neither shew of pleafure, companie of acquaintance, 
or perfuafion of friendes, could move her unto any com- 
fort. 

Well, leave we forrowfull Giletta, continually bemoning 
the death of her beft beloved fervaunt, and turne we to 
Rinaldo, who, after he had a> while felt the furie of the 
floudes, was wearie of dying, fo that for life he laboured 
unto the fhoare; which happily recovered, he felt his ftomacke 
at that inftant rather overcharged with water then love; yet, 
for that by fight of his fowre-fweete maiftreffe he would not 
renue his forrowes, nor that he coulde brooke in the court 
to be frumpt and flouted at, he confented, in a forreft neare 
adjoyning unto this river, in miferie to confume the refidue 
of his life. And abafing his mind unto the condition of 
his diftreffe, he was content to take a hollow cave for his 
houfe and herbour, the bare ground both for his bed and 
bedding, for companions to make choice of wild beaftes, 
to bemoane his fortunes unto the wilde forrefts, to make 
the night raven his clocke, his harmonie cf hellifhe noife of 
monfters, and his foode the fruits of the earthe. O, ftrange 
effectes of love! that could vaile his mynde to vouchfafe 
thefe miferies, that lately held at will, almoft what he could 
wifh. But leave I now to write of love his force (whom no 
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man hitherto could either truly define or defcribe), and 
turne againe to poore Rinaldos hard eftate, who, roming 
in the wilde forreftes for foode, efpied an apple tree, the fruit 
wherof put him in remembrance of the apple Giletta de- 
livered him, wherein he found a letter that forft him to this 
penance ; the fight wherof with forrow aot only flaked his 
hunger, but moved him to fuch impatience that, in defpaire 
and defpight of the fruite, upon the tree he carved this in- 
vention : 


O! needleffe fruit (of finne the meane at firft) 
Thou forcedft Eve, and Adam didft entice, 

To byte their bale, for which the earth was curft, 
And headlong they from vertue fell to vice : 
Thou wert the baite that Paris gave the dame, 
Who in reward, fet ftately Troy aflame. 


Thou didft convey the loving write, that woode 
Dianas nymphe, from chafte to foule defire. 

By thee too foone I (wretched) underftoode 
Gilettas fcorne, that chaung’d her love to vires 
And not content, but when my woes were dead, 
With former cares thou combreft fresh my head. 


O, envious fruit! in whom few vertues are, 

Thy shew is all; but who fo on thee feedes 

Shall hardly finde thee helpe, but health impaire : 
Then, fith to man fuch plagues thy beauty breedes, 
Would God thy guilt upon each tree 

Ingraven were, for every eye to fee! 

Roberto Rinaldo. 
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Rinaldo, thus freshly entered into the confideration of 
his former love, likewife felt his former unquietneffe of 
mynd: faine would he have found out fome little fparke of 
hope, but out, alas! the fowre letter his fweete maiftreffe 
delivered, together with her hatefull shewe againft him, and 
her loving zeale towardes Frizaldo, fo hugely increafed his 
diftruft, as by no means he could away with hope: in fo 
much (quoth he) O cowardly wretch! why doft thou not by 
death at once difpatch thy forrowes, rather then to die a 
thoufand deaths proroging a lothed life ? canft thou brooke 
continual bondage, when with one blow thou maift rid thy 
wretchedneffe? Set feare afide, ufe force upon thy felfe: thou 
haft lived an exile too long, fince thou feeft no hope of 
attonement at home, nor feeleft quietneffe abroad. In this 
defperate paffion, Rinaldo was determined to commit mur- 
der upon him felfe; and yet he thought beft to deferre the 
execution, until he might convey him felfe neare unto 
Gilettas lodging, that there her eyes might be witneffe of 
his loyaltie and her owne crueltie. To haften which follie, 
the next night he tooke his journey towardes Bologna 
ca{tle, and by the way he devifed this petition. 


Even with the bloud that iffues from his hart, 
Rinaldo (wretch) this forrie boune doth crave ; 
There may be graven (by fome continuing arte) 
Thefe woful werds upon his timeleffe grave: 
Loe! here he les that reaped hate for love, 

Which hard exchaunge to flea him felfe did move. 


Thefe verfes Rinaldo determined to write with bloud 
that iffued from his deadly wound, and comming unto the 


78 Lhe Rocke of Regard. 


place of his defired reft, he drew his dagger in mind to 
finifh his forowes. But finding his enterprife (by reafon of 
the dead time of night) unlikely to be troubled, before he 
executed this tragedie he weakely wrefted foorth this 
heavie farewell. 

Oh God! (quoth he) that the grones proceeding from my 
gored hart might now awake Giletta, that fhe might fee the 
ufe of my murthering knife; then wold my yawning breath, 
my bloudy fighs, and deadly gafpes, no dout bedew her 
cheekes, whiche hitherto my intollerable miferies with 
ruthful teares could never wet: fo fhould fhe knowe my 
efcaped dangers were but lightening joyes for to inlarge 
my forrowes: fo might fhe fee the unfained confirmation 
of my loyaltie accufe her of inconftancie: fo feeing fo un- 
naturall a tragedie executed (by the dome of her fcorne) 
upon her faultleffe fervaunt, remorfe might happily move 
her to repentaunce, and pittie winne her from her wavering 
fancies. But (oh!) I tyre time with too needeleffe a tale: 
fhe quietly fleepes to whom I thus forrowfully talke. Fare 
wel, Giletta, farewel. Thefe naked wals (befprent with 
bloud) fhal fhortly bewray my mone: my breathleffe corps 
shal witnefse my conftancie, and purchafe (I truft) fo muche 
pitie as (notwith{ftanding my carelefse provifion) to be be- 
{towed in fome forgetleffe tumbe. I can not ftay thy an- 
{were, and therefore I leave it to. thy curtefie. Come, 
wished death! now ufe thy force : my will is made; the time 
and place fitteth my defire, my teares and fighes are 
already beftowed, thefe walles (my executors) only wanteth 
their hire: my wafte bloud I bequeath them, only to con- 
tinue remembrance of my loyaltie, &c. 

Good Giletta, continually lamenting the loffe of her fervant 
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both night and day, was fmally difpofed to reft ; in fo much 
that leaning in her chamber window, she heard (though not 
perfectly) this forowful difcourfe, and being moved with 
pitie (as Rinaldos complaint grew to an end) she ufed thefe 
words. Yonder mans tong, mone, and miferies, workes 
fuch fresh remembrance of my good Rinaldos deftruction, 
as for his fake I wil apply unto his forowes what honeft 
eomiort-i can, <Iherewithall thes prepared’ her felfe to 
learne his caufe of griefe. Rinaldo, amafed with this 
fouden comfort, helde his hande from his throte till Giletta 
was at his elbowe; who verie modeftly demaunded, both 
what he was, and what forft him fo pitioufly to complaine? 
Rinaldo, on this fmall incouragement, began now to mif- 
truft yll meafure in others; and yet to trie in whome the 
fault might be, he at the firft both hid his name and the 
hallewcaule On Miseerictest1omaGilettay » Giletta; earneitly 
noting the order of his talk, began now to be fo diftem- 
pered with the thought of Rinaldo, as fhe fell ftraight thus 
to beemone his hard fortunes. Ah! good Rinaldo (quoth 
fhe) wherfoever thy body lies, in thought I fo perfectly be- 
holde thy image, as in every mournefull tale me thinkes I 
heare thy tong. Woe worth thee, Frizaldo ! to coole whofe 
jelous diftruft I ufed shewe of hate where in heart I loved ; 
and yet, Rinaldo, thou art not blameleffe in that, when as 
I made thee privie to the caufe of my ftraungnefse, thou 
wilfully afterwards didft drowne thy felfe. Herewith Ri- 
naldo, to make Giletta partaker of his newe conceived 
joyes, could not choofe but difcover him felf, whome when 
she perfecctly knewe, And lives Rinaldo yet? (quoth she) 
and therwithal, imbracing her beft beloved, with very joy 
fell into a fwoone. Rinaldo, feeing his lady and love to 
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faint, {pared for no kiffes to fetch her againe. She being 
revived, and the heate of their joyes fomwhat qualified, I 
want {kill to will to shewe what defire the one had to de- 
light the other; but this I am affured, they in fuch fort 
overwent the night, that morning willed them away ere 
eyther of them had thought of former forrowes, or fought 
to worke for future joyes. But as it is fayde, the womans 
wit is more readier then the mans in practifes that anfwer- 
eth their liking, experience here makes proofe of no lefse: 
for when Giletta efpied Rinaldo in a browne {tudie with 
debating which way they might beft, eafieft, and fooneft 
perfect their unfure delightes, she comforting him with a 
pretie fmyle, willed him to commit that charge unto her, 
but in any cafe she warned him to live a while unknowne. 

Rinaldo faithfully promifed to obey her direction, who, 
after he had given and taken a hundred loth to depart 
kifses, foorthwith pofted unto the next uncouth place, and 
Giletta fecretly conveyed her felfe unto her chamber : who 
the next day forfooke her mourning weedes, and witha 
chearefull countenance she bid her friendes Buon giorno ; 
who rejoycing to fee her fo pretily comforted, applyed 
them felves unto fuch exercifes and perfuafions as they 
thought would beft worke her contentation. Efpecially 
Frizaldo, who (after it was given out Rinaldo was drownd) 
was fo muche of Giletta mifliked, as that she could neyther 
abide his fight, nor would patiently heare his name : now, 
feeing her ftormie anger fomwhat appeafed, by litle and 
litle renued his loving fuite. Giletta nowe to worke 
fure (bicaufe he should no more fufpect fraude in her over- 
much familiaritie) made the matter fomewhat {trange ; and 
yet not fo ftrange but that Frizaldo might picke out 
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incouragement to continue his bootleffe fuite. Who, re- 
fufing no advauntage, charged her, and double charged her, 
with importunate perfuafions: fhe, at every affault, feemed 
fomewhat to relent; yea, in the end, fhe was content pa- 
tiently to heare his requeft, and if fhe chaunced to croffe 
him with froward language, fhe wold comfort him with fome 
fained good looke. Gilettaes father, feeing fome likely- 
hoode of the match he long defiered, I meane betweene 
Frizaldo and Giletta his daughter, furthered Frizaldos de- 
fire in what he could, in fo much as coveting a fpeedy dif- 
patche, he one day injoyned his daughter to give him a 
direct anfwere, off or on. Giletta modeftly anfwered, the 
promife fhe made Rinaldo was fuch a corfie to her con- 
fcience, through the feare of infamie, as althogh fhe had 
fufficiently tried (and by trying liked) Frizaldos honeft and 
faithfull love, yet she feared to give hir willing confent to 
that she hartily wished. Why, quoth her father, your pro- 
mife died with Rinaldo; and though he defperately difpatcht 
his life, neither law of God, nor nature, can forbid you mar- 
riage: and to make you the more willing to that I wish, 
there shalbe proclamation made, that if Rinaldo within one 
moneth come in, and make clame to Giletta, he should be 
indifferent heard ; if not, Frizaldo to have her as his lawful 
wife: by this means (quoth he) the clattering tongs that 
thou feareft (would note thee of inconftancie), well perfuad- 
ed of his death by reafon of his abfence, will fure be ftaid. 

Giletta, thus proffered what she had thought to have 
requefted, fet niceneffe afide; and, fayning her fathers 
perfuafions to have conquered her, upon this condition 
yealded to marrie Frizaldo. The Lord de Bologna made 
no delay, but prefently, upon this confent, assured Frizaldo 
M 
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to his daughter Giletta, and caufed proclamation to be 
made. This newes wrought joy on all fides. Rinaldo 
laught to heare this proclamation, for that he knew how to 
provide fowre fauce for Frizaldos fweet delights: Giletta 
fmilde to fee how wilelily she had won her father’s confent 
to have Rinaldo, who she knew was ready to make clame. 
Gilettas frends rejoyced to fee her forowes appeafed ; but 
Frizaldo above the reft triumphed in shew: he made no 
account of the provifo in his affurance ; for why, he thought 
a dround man wold hardly clame his right. The kind inter- 
tainment of his maiftreffe fo laded him with joy, as that he 
bad jealouzie go trudge, diftruft adieu, and al other hinder- 
ances avaunt : one while he invites his friends, another while 
he makes choice of martiall c[h]alengers and champions, 
for jufting, turne, barriers, &c. Now he confults with carpet 
knights about curious masks, and other delightful fhewes : 
anon he runs unto the tailers, to fee his apparell made of 
the ftraungeft and coftlieft fafhion. Thus was he occupied 
in provifion of braverie againft his marriage day ; he had 
no thought how Rinaldo would be avenged of his trecherie, 
overthrow him in combat, weare his weedes, marrie his wife, 
and ufe his provifion of plefure for the honor of his own 
wedding: he wold not fee fecret hate, that lay hid in Gilettas 
loving lookes as the {nake lurkes in the fweet graffe : his 
blinde affection made him forget the villanie he had offered 
Rinaldo, fo that pricke of confcience could move him to no 
repentance. For, having reacht the height of his defires, he 
made her the inftrument of his deftruction, by whofe dif- 
honeft fervice he attained this fhew of preferment ; I mean 
Rosina, Gilettas waiting woman: who, feeing the prepara- 
tion for her maiftres marriage, began to loure on Frizaldo. 
That reafon was, at fuch time as he was out of Gilettas favor 
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to currie friendfhip with her, he tolde this damsel, in refpect 
of her curtefies, and in defpight of her maistres injuries, he 
would marrie her: which faire promife, thus fouly falfed, 
might very wel force the poore wench to frowne. Which 
Frizaldo feeing, likewife saw without wife forefight a kin- 
drance to his defires ; and devifing how to repaire this breach 
Olainitie, he called to mind’ what) {mal tri was’ ina 
womans fecrecie, and waying what mifchiefe he had exe- 
cuted to compaffe his loving affaires, now to perfect the 
fucceffe he long looked for, he concluded (in acquitall of 
the poore wenches courtefies) to fhorten her life. 

O, wretch! fpoyled of pitie, reft of humanitie, catyfe more 
cruell thenanytyere! howe couldeft thou profeffe to love,with 
fo bloudy a mynde, efpecially to acquite her with fuch cru- 
eltie, that {poyled her credit to do their courtefie? But why 
weare I time to wonder at thy unnaturall villanies, which 
fpendit thy life without thought of vertue, and died{t without 
{hewe of repentance? And nowe againe, unto this tyrant 
Frizaldos actions: with a friendly countenaunce, he came 
unto Rofina, and after his courteous salutations, he bayted 
his poyfoned enterprise with this fweete perfuafion. Sweete 
wench, quoth he, thou feeft a great preparation (fuppofed) 
for a marriage betweene thy maiftreffe and me; if which 
were true, in fayth I fhould do thee too too much wrong, to 
whome I am in confcience betrothed. But for that thou 
maift now find performance of that in deeds, that hitherto 
I promifed in words, I give thee to wit my intent. Thou 
very well knoweft my faithful love once towardes Giletta, 
her {mal regard of me, my fuite, her fcorne, yea her croffe 
anfwering of all my amorous actions; fo that by neceffitie 
emoul, leihund her fight thatinothin 
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vice, dayly pleaded with teares, and folicited with fighes, 
which uncurteous (nay cruel) ufage (as thou knoweft ful 
wel) foudenly changed my love to hate, fo that, continuing 
(or rather increafing) my malice, I have hitherto fought 
how to be avenged. And, lo! a happie opportunitie: her 
coyneffe is come downe, and nowe fhe is content to love the 
man that fhe fo highly hated; yea, to allure him with 
friendly lookes, whofe teares fometimes could purchafe no 
ruth. I meane my felfe, fhe is thus affected to; who (in 
truth) rather feekes to be revenged of her former crueltie 
then to reward her prefent courtefie. And to ufeavenge more 
currantly, upon this newe reconcilement, I fhadowed my 
difpleafure with the fhow of wonted kindneffe, of purpofe, 
when fhe thought her felfe moft affured, then to give her 
the flip, and now the (fuppofed) wedding day drawes neare, 
but her delight farre enough off. Nowe, nowe, fweete 
wench, the accomplifhment of my promife and thy com- 
fort approcheth ; it is thou shalt injoy the benefite of this 
preparation. Frizaldo meanes to marrie none but Rofina, 
whome he will shortly efpoufe. Wherfore (quoth he) to 
worke both fecretely and fafely in this matter, I meane, the 
night before my (fuppofed) marriage with Giletta, to convey 
thee to my houfe, and the next morning to make thee my 
wife. 

This currant tale not a little pleafed Rofina: fhe thought 
all was gold that glittered; she never remembred howe 
the poyfoned hooke lay wrapt in pleafant bayte, howe 
the crocodile obtaines her pray with pitifull teares, nor 
how fubtile devifes are (for the moft) compaffed with 
fugred wordes: she never dreaded infuing danger, but pre- 
fently confented to what Frizaldo should demaund; yea 
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she thought every day a yere, untill she had overtaken this 
appointed houre. At which time, according ynto promife, 
Frizaldo, with two other ruffens to whom he had delivered 
his mynd, repayred to this miftruftleffe mayde, whome Fri- 
zaldo wild quickly to prepare her felfe to ryde with thofe 
his men unto his houfe, and he him felfe would make what 
fpeede he might after. She (that was ready an houre be- 
fore Frizaldo came) made anfwere she was in a readineffe 
to perfourme his pleafure, and fo with more hafte then good 
fucceffe, away she packs. But fo foone as thefe two ruffens 
had her in the forreft (to sowre her fweete conceites) they 
made her acquainted with Frizaldos commaundiment. 

It was his pleafure she shuld be flaine, whofe dome they 
promift, and would obey, and execute; and therefore they 
willed her to ufe her prayers, for no perfuafions might pur- 
chafe grace. .The poore wench, thus befet. with naked 
{wordes, and feeing (by their ftearne countenances) how 
thofe traytors were fpoyled of pitie, began very lamentably 
to cry and fcrike out; which thefe graceleffe varlets hear- 
ing, commaunded her foorthwith to forfake her overloude 
clamors, and fall (if she woulde) quietly to her prayers: if 
not, they would abridge her short time of repentance. 
Good foule, she feeing them fo furioufly bent, became foorth- 
with filent, and only to proroge her life (I thinke) with 
{mall devotion she fel a praying; for when she fetled her 
felf to moft patiencie, she would soudenly exclame of Fri- 
zaldos tirannie. Rinaldo, who (fince his owne wilful exile) 
lived in this forreft, by fortune hearde Rofinaes pitious 
complaint, and being well armed, hafted to learne the cause 
of fo great an outcrie; who, efpying a gentlewoman upon 
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were readie to shorten her life, fet fpurres unto his horfe for 
her more fpeedie refcue. The varlets, seeing an armed 
knight make towardes them (without damaging the centle- 
woman) foorthwith fled to fave them felves. Rofina, thus 
happily preferved, through very joy fell into an extafie: 
but being both revived and comforted by Rinaldo, Ri- 
naldo prefently perceived how that he had wrought this 
faftie unto Gilettas waiting woman ; and greatly wondering 
at the rareneffe of the chaunce, was earneft to knowe what 
led her to this misfortune: she not knowing (by reafon he 
was armed) that whom she had fo often wronged to plea- 
fure Frizaldo was the man that faved her life which Fri- 
zaldo traiteroufly fought, from the firft to the laft layde 
open all Frizaldos trecherie, and further she fayde that to 
morrowe he should efpoufe good Giletta. Nay, quoth Ri- 
naldo, I myfelf hope to hinder that match, and to morrowe 
(quoth he) we wil both go to Bologna caftle: in the meane 
while he prayed her to reft contented with his intertainment. 

This long lookt for morrowe morning is now at length 
come, and yet not fo fortunate as to fome wifhed for, but 
to him to whome it was moft daungerous it was beft wel- 
come; I meane to Frizaldo, who (having a lightening de- 
light again{t his fouden deftruétion) very early gets him up, 
bravely arrayes him felfe, and accompanied with divers 
gay gallants, with delicat muficke awakens Giletta. Gi- 
letta, that lived affured of Rinaldos challenge, feemed 
greatly contented with Frizaldos readineffe, and with what 
fpeede fhe might, fhe decked her felf as bravely as fhe 
could. The bridegrome and the bride being readie, the 
lord of the caftle, with the lady his wife, accompanied with 
other their friends (with what honor they could) accompa- 
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ve) 


- 


nied them both to wards the church. But loe! (by the way) 
an unlookt for let: in viewe of the whole companie, there 
pofted towards them a knight, accompanied with one only 
gentlewoman. The knight (well mounted upon a blacke 
horfe) was armed all in blacke armour, fave upon the left 
fide, about his hearts defence, there was graven a white 
turtle dove, with this poefie, Ozce chofe, and never chaunge : 
the ftrangneffe of which fight enforft them to ftay to know 
the knights errant; who, being arrived among them, his 
gentlewoman was ftraight waies knowne, which ftraunge 
adventure greatly increaft their wonder, and more greatly 
Frizaldos feare. Well, this gentlewoman upon her knees 
requefted both pardon and refpyt to fpeake ; whiche graunt- 
ed, fhe made firft report of the love betweene Rinaldo 
and Giletta; then of Frizaldos liking and jealous diftruft ; 
further how Giletta fained to fancie him and to forfake 
Rinaldo, which devife fhe wrote in a letter, and inclofed it 
in an aple, thinking by the delivery therof to acquaint 
Rinaldo with her mind. But (quoth fhe) this aple came to 
my unhappie fingring, the which I delivered to Frizaldo, 
who toke out the comfortable, and counterfetted in Gilettas 
name a cruel, letter, the which he wrapt in the aple, and 
wild me to beftow the fame where I found it: the day 
folowing, Frizaido allured Giletta wher of force the fhuld 
fee Rinaldo, who delivered Rinaldo this aple. Rinaldo, 
reading the counterfetted letter, defperatly drowned him 
felfe ; which ill newes fo difcomforted Giletta, as fhe repined 
at all the inftruments of his ill fortune, efpecially at Fri- 
zaldo, whofe name fhe could not abide. Frizaldo, feeing 
his fuits fo fmally regarded, with fhew of malice, in de- 
fpight of her (as he faide) promift me marriage. Since 
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Giletta, won from this difpleafure Frizaldo to faire words, 
promift now to perform that in deed that hitherto he pro- 
mift in worde, I meane under the colour of marriage, won 
me to go with two ruffens to his houfe, who by Frizaldos 
appointment, in a forreft not far off were readie to murther 
me, had not this knight in happie time recovered me. I 
nowe have faid, ufe your pleafure, and if you pleafe pardon 
me. 

This ftraunge difcourfe made them all fecretly to erudge 
at Frizaldo; but Giletta, being perplexed both with 
malice and feare, with malice againft Frizaldo for his 
too apparent trecherie, with feare for Rinaldos abfence, 
who fhe little thought to be the inftrument of this difco- 
verie, Frizaldo perceived (by the alteration of counte- 
nances) what harts were won from him by Rofinaes too 
true a tale ; and although he found him felfe guiltie, yet he 
began to cleare him felf with this shameleffe anfwere. 

This ftrumpet (quoth he), won by fome ruffenly compa- 
nion that repineth at my good fortune, or thinketh by this 
meanes to be avenged for Rinaldos defperate and foolith 
end, without fhame in her felfe, thus fhamefully flaundereth 
me. But for that wordes will hardly quench the fufpicion 
that her infamous tale hath fired, I wil prefently in combat 
prove my innocencie, and (I truft) difcover her trecherie, if 
any dare mainteine her untrue fayings true. Frizaldo had 
fcarcely concluded his chalenge, ere Rinaldo thus replyed. 
Notorious varlet (fpoyled of all humanitie) I am he that 
wil mainteine her fayings true, and in revenge of thy tre- 
cherie will (I truft) foone feperate thy condemned foule 
(without fpeedie repentance) from thy carren body. Goe, 
arme thy felfe, I attend thy comming. Infamous ruffen! 
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wilt thou ? (quoth Frizaldo), and counterfetting (through ne- 
ceffitie) furie in fteade of feare, foorthwith he went to arme 
him felfe. The rest of the companie, rather defirous to fee 
an end of this accufation then the folemnifing of the mar- 
riage, attended Frizaldos return, who fone came very richly 
armed into the field. The knights now fweare that eyther 
quarrell is juft, and at the trumpets found fo fiercely in- 
countreth other, that both horfe and men fal thundering to 
the earth. Frizaldo trufting in his force, Rinaldo both in 
his force and honeft quarell, eyther quickly recovereth 
him felf, and (forfaking their fhivered fpeares) with arming 
blade frethly falles a hewing at others fconce. The knights 
thus furioufly fighting, the ftanders by pray as they are 
affected ; the indifferent, victory unto the innocent; Rinaldos 
friends, unto the unknowne knight ; but. Giletta, above the 
re{t, wifheth Frizaldos overthrowe, whome fhe knowes to be 
faultie in the quarell. Still they fight, and yet the victorie 
doubtfull: one while Rinaldo hath the beft, and ftraight a 
croffe blowe makes him lofe his advauntage. Remorfe of 
confcience nothing weakeneth Frizaldo, but Rinaldos ho- 
nef{t caufe doubleth his ftrength, fo that the longer he 
fought the fearcer he was ; and yet Frizaldo valiantly main- 
teines his difhoneft quarrell. But what doth might availe 
when God affiftes the right ? Frizaldo, for all his force, in 
the end beganne to faint; which Rinaldo efpying, and 
eying his ladies beautie, affaild him with fuch furie that 
ere long he fent him dead to the earth, 

The battell thus fortunately won, Rinaldo unarmes him 
felf, and clames Giletta as his wife: the people at the fight 
of Rinaldo fhoke the earth with clamors of joy. Giletta 
(that lately wondered at Rinaldos abfence) now charged 
N 


90 The Rocke of Regard. 


her father with his promife: the Lorde de Bologna, with 
the reft of his friends, agreed Rinaldo and Giletta fhould 
forthwith be married. The courtly companie that came to 
honor Frizaldos marriage, had his difhoneft a€tions in fuch 
difdaine, as now they would not vouchfafe to fee him ho- 
neftly buried. But, with all their provifion of braverie, on 
Rinaldo they willingly attended; glad was he that could 
with any curtefie prefent him. The marriage rites folemnly 
pronounced, thefe faithfull lovers repaired to Bologna 
caftle, where they were welcomed with what pleafure might 
be had ; yea, to conclude, for to worke fatisfa€tion for their 
long miferies, there wanted nothing that coyne, cunning, or 
credit might compaffe. And thus after fortune had long 
threatned the fhipwracke of their delightes, their conftancie 
conducted them to the port of their wifhed defires. 


El fine fa el tutto. 


PIL OG Os: 


Loe! here the fruits of luft and lawleffe love, 
Loe! here their faults that vale to either vice ; 
Loe! ladyes, here their falles (for your behove) 
Whofe wanton willes fets light by found advice. 
Here lords may learn with noble dames to match ; 
For dunghill kyte from kinde wil never flye: 

The veffell long will of the liquor fmatch, 
Wherewith at firft the fame we tafte or trie. 

Here Creffids life; her lucke, and lothfome end, 
Their fortunes paint that Creffids heires are: 

Her fall doth will all wantons to amend ; 

Their lightning joyes are joynd with yeres of care. 
Here youths, that fee a {trumpets angrie moode, 
May haply feare to execute her hate. 

Their hard luckes heere, that purchafe love with bloud, 
Are warnings meete for fuch as fowe debate ; 

And to be fhort, the fowre in fweeteft love 

Doth prove him bleft that leaft therof doth prove. 


Forme nulla fides, 


Vide the fall 
of the C. of 
Celant, fol. 
16,52: 
Creffids com- 
plaint, fo. 

22 ea, 

Vide C. of 
Celant, fo.2. a. 


Vide C. of 
Celant; fo. yap: 


Vide Frizaldo, 
fol. 45. 


Wiehs eye LN) (OMe “UNS 


thriftinesse, wherein is reported 


the dolorous discourse of Dom 
Diego, a Spaniard, together 


with his triumphe. 


Wherein are divers other flowers 
(or fancies) of honeft love. Being the in- 
ventions and collection of George 
Whetftone, Gent. 


Forme nulla fides. 


LTE AKG aa 


Dom Diego, a Spaniard, falling in love with faire Gene- 
vora, was, in the prime of his fancies, with like love by 
Genevora friendly acquainted. Afterwards Genevora (elfe 
where fancying) had Dom Diego in fuch difdaine, as {till 
fhe croft both his fuite and fervice with fcorne. Dom 
Diego, feeing an impoffibilitie of favour, exiled him felfe 
both from courte and companie, and vowed to live and die 
in the Pyren mountains, unlefs Genevora would both re- 
move her mifliking, and friendly fetch him home againe: 
who folemnely perfevering in this fenfeleffe vowe, you may 
fuppofe amtong the Pyren hilles to wreft foorth this follow- 
ing complaint of his wretchedneffe. 


IONOATE” IDI IETE NO JETS 


dolerous difcourfe. 


1d) 


I (wretched) weary am of toile; good death, delay my paine: 

My words in waft, my works are loft, my withes are in vaine. 

I ferve with faith, my hire is fraud, I love and reape but 
hate, 

And yet this woe doth wrong me moft ; I mourne without a 
mate. 


For if one drop of hope were feene, though dride with fcorne 
in fight, 

I might with pyning Tantale joyne, who fterves in fweete 
delight : 

Or if I could but halfe the hill roule up the tumbling ftone, 

I had a mate of Sifyphus to match with mee in mone. 


But, oh! O not my hap more harde ; they have a scambling 
joy, 

But I no thought of fweete remorfe, my fovereigne is fo coy. 

My joy in was, my woe in zs, and fo is like to bee: 

My fancies turne to firie fightes, alive, my death to fee. 


The court, the court, where pleasure lives, with paine in- 
creaft my care, 

Eche bliffe feemde bale, eche gleame of grace did mift 

my joyes with fcare, 
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IXche fhow of fport my forrowes moude, eche pleafure 
made me plaine, 

Yet there I preaft to feede on fight, digefting dire dif- 
daine. 


Were love not blinde, this life were f{traunge for one to love 
nissoe. 

More ftraunge to haunt a place of harme, but moft to joy 
in woe: 

But (oh!) who feeles his aukeward fittes, and fucks the 
{fweete in fowre, 

Shall bide a yeare of dole with eafe, to feele one lightning 
houre. 


Such life I lykt, til fogge of feorne did rife to dampe my 


joyes, 

Till fecret fighes wrought open fcoffes, till floutes did quite 
my joye; 

Untill the colours which IT wore my fecrete mourning 
wrayde, 

Till dauntes of friendes, till frumpes of foes, my feeble hope 
difmayde. 


And till her bloudie hate was feene of every beetell fight, 

Till then I never fhronke, but fought with zeale to quenche 
her fpight ; 

But then (quoth I) Dom Diego, wretch, bid court, not care, 
adue, 

Some unkouth haunt thy fortune feemes, thy harmes alone 


to rue. 


2) 
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Thou gav’ft thy woord, to die her love let word in worke 
agree : 

Her checking chaunge, her fcorne for faith, is no excufe 
for thee. 

A hermits life, befeemes thy lucke; go haunt the Pyren hills: 

To touch the foode wee may not tafte increafeth hungry wills. 


Therwith I vow’de in defart houltes alone to rue my harme, 

Where fretting fighes doth ferve for fire my frofen flefh to 
warme : 

My foode is apples, hawes, and heepes, fuch fruites as feede 
aapeaits 


Wilde monfters are companions mine, in hollow caves I reft. 


A crabtree ftaffe my fureft fteede my fterved legges to eafe: 

My thoughts new wounds increafeth stil, when cares I would 
appeate. 

The watchfull clocke, the warning bell, the harmonie I heare, 

Is dreadfull noyes of dreadleffe beaftes, of whom I live in 
feare, 


My ftudie is to way and waile that fortune thus doth lowre, 

Wher wealth by want, once love by fcorne, my fweete by 
prefent fowre. 

Where fethers flue about my helme, a willowe wreath to 
weare, 

My weedes of worth by cote of leaves, fharpe flowes for 
deintie fare. 


My ftately home, by hard exile, delight, by wythred woe, 
Doth force (God wott) my wafted teares through griefe a 
frefh to flowe. 


O 
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My lute, that fometime lent me eafe, hath neither frett nor 
{tringe ; 

My fugred voice, with howling hoarft, forbids mee now to 
finge. 


My penns are worne, my incke is done, my paper all is writ, 
Yet halfe my paffions and my paine unpainted are as Vet, 
So that for onely exercife, in trees and marble ftone, 

My griefe to eafe, I forced now, do grave my wretched mone. 


Live longe in bliffe, thou loftie beeche, wherein this vow is 
writt, 

No luring friend, nor lowring foe, Genevras faith fhall firtt. 

To witnes now her foule untruth, Dom Diego writes belowe, 

fler vowed faith from knowen friend ts reft by fawning foe. 


But chiefe of all, thou facred ftone, remaine thou found and 
fafe, 

Continue thou thefe letters freth, which are my epitaphe : 

flard by this rough and ragged fione Dom Diego (wretched , 
Yes, 

Genevras hate exiled him, yet loving her hee dies, 


This homely tumbe is all my helpe to bring my death to 
licht, 

This muft record my faithfull love, and fhow myladies {fpight. 

In time I truft fome forreft Pan, or wandring pilgrime may, 

Perufe my woes, and to my fweete this fowre meflage wray. 


Lo fave my faithfull boone unbroke, to fhow my Service jiuft, 
My fovereignes fcorne with face of faith, her treason cloakt 
woth trift, 
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Mle, wretched Dom Diego, forft before my time to die: 
My bones unburied by this tumbe makes pooofe it is no lie. 


And now, good death, with fpeede divorce my foule from 
lothed life ; 

My joyes are worne, my pleafures paft, my peace is chaung’d 
Lositrites 

I fee no meane of quiet reft, but onely death by thee, 

Then fpare them, death, whom pleafure hauntes, and ufe 
thy force on me. 


Dom Diego having for the fpace of 22 monethes thus 
lived an exiled life, onely accompanied with forrow, wretch- 
ednes and miferie, which comfortleffe companions no one 
houre forfooke him, it chaunced that Dom Roderico (a 
fpeciall friend of his) had occafion to travel into Gafcoine ; 
ened) as heekjoutneyed (ins ther defart forrelt, where this 
wretched lover was made free citizen) he mift his way: in 
the end finding out Dom Diegos homely caben, of whom 
he demaunded the way to Barcelone, and having his aun- 
{were, as he departed hee efpied in a corner of his cotage 
two faire faddles : uppon the one of them was ingraven this 
poefie in Spanith, 


Que brantare la fe es causamuy fea. 
To violate faith is a thing deteftable. 
Dom Roderico, reading this poefie, called to remem- 
braunce how that his frend Dom Diego, in all his devifes, 


ufed the fame; and, to be fhort, he fo handled the matter, 
as the hermite, whom hee knewe not (fo was hee over- 
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growne with haire, and worne with woe) confeffed himfelfe 
to be Dom Diego, his friend, and, taking him a fide, hee 
delivered the whole caufe of his exile. Dom Roderico, 
feeing this fofter lovers miferable eftate, vowed (with what 
poffible fpeede hee could) to worke his remedie, who (for 
more hafte) forfooke his journey, and returned home unto 
his owne caftle. At his comming home (making no fem- 
blaunce of his knowledg) hee roade to the place where fayre 
Genevora with her mother fojourned, of purpofe to learne 
what new gallant had wooed her; and finding him to beea 
younge gentleman of Biskaye, who fhortly after (by her 
owne confent) was minded to fteale her away, Dom Rode- 
rico fo cunningly coyned with Genevoras page (who wholy 
knew his myftreffe fecretes) that he certainly learned the 
night of thefe lovers departure. The fame night, accom- 
panied with ix or x gentlemen his companions and friends, 
he laye in waite for this Bifkayne lover and his lady, who 
(about x or a xi of the clocke, only accompanied with two 
or three gentlemen his companions) came merely on their 
way. Roderico, fo foone as he faw the inftrument of Dom 
Diegos miferie, fet fpurres unto his horfe, and, with fpeare 
in reft, fo rudely welcomed this Bifkayne, that, for ali his 
coate of plate, he pearft through both his fides, The fouldiers 
of this amorous captaine, feeing their maifter thus infortu- 
nately flaine, and waying their unable force to incounter 
with Dom Rodericos company, faved themfelves by flight, 
and left woofull Genevora to fhift for her felfe: on whom 
Rodericos fervauntes foudainly feafed, and, blinding her 
with a fcarfe, with fpeed conveyd her where wretched Dom 
Diego lived. Dom Diego, fomewhat comforted with the 
fight of his fweete myftreffe, began amaine to crave recom- 
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pence for his faithful fervice. Genevora, fo foone as fhe 
faw Dom Diego, and knew that syr Roderico for his caufe 
had murthered her minion, anfwered him (and exclaimed 
on them both) with what opprobrious fpeach fhe coulde ; 
yea, the more they perfuaded her with friendly requeftes, 
the more perverfe was her refufal. Dom Diego, thus fecing 
an impoffibilitie of favour, with inward forrow fel into a 
fwoon. Dom Roderico, feeing the diftreffe of his deare 
friend, and the continuance, or rather increafing, of Gene- 
voras difdaine, commaunded prefently her throte to be cut. 
Dom Diego, halfe revived, feeing one redie to execute this 
judgement, profered what refkue he could. Oh, good Rode- 
rico! ftay, (quoth hee): Iallow of thy honeft zeale, yet attri- 
bute my wretchednes to fortune, not her fault. Wherefore, 
for the love thou beareft to mee, for the love I owe to her, 
fee Genevora, without further damage, fafely conveyed 
home. Genevora, feeing him offer refkue and crave her safe 
conduite, whofe death her frowardnes wel nie had wrought, 
on the foudaine was wonne unto pitie; and, lovingly im- 
bracing Dom Diego, fhee offered fatisfaction for his forrowes, 
and for an earneft pennie fhee freely kift him. Dom Diego, 
late the miferableft creature living, unwares became the 
happieft man alive; whofe matchleffe pleafures appeare in 
this under written triumphe. 


Dom Diego his triumphe. 


Who can report that never tafted bale 
What difference is tweene forrow and delite ? 
And who may tell a more triumphant tale 

Then hee in joy that late was kept in fpite ? 
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I am the man; in mone there was none fuch: 
My mone is paft, my mirth muft be as much, 


Sith fo alone I rule in throne of joy, 

Of pleafures mount I weald the golden mace, 
Then leave to bragge, you princes proud of Troy 
Your brayd delights by mee can have no place ; 
Once beautes bliffe to vaunt doth make you bould, 
I have fuch hap, and tenne times more in hould. 


And, by your leave, your ladies blemitht are: 
Afke Thefeus, who firft lopt fayre Hellens love : 
Syr Diomede, the fpoile of Troylus ware, 
Suppofe them true whom none could ever prove, 
Your lightning joyes fuch lafting woes did brue, 
As you may with your fames to die with you. 


But, lady mine, I wrong thee much in this, 

To peize thy praife with fuch as livde or live ; 
For natures toile fome wayes difabled is, 

Shee frames our forme, but can no fortune give ; 
But thou wert fhapt (for feare of fortunes {pight) 
Of precious moold by force of heavenly might. 


By heavenly might, and worthie well fuch toyle, 
Whofe lively limms the Indian riches showe: 

Her haire fine gold, her front doth yvorie foyle, 

Her eyes give light as diamonds there did STow ; 

Her words of worth (as caufe doth caufe her {peake) 
Tweene rockes of pearle their pleafaunt paffage breake. 
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What should I fay? of truth, from top too to 
Thefe precious gems in beautie shee doth ftaine, 
And more then that (befides the outward sho) 
Their vertues shee with vauntage doth retaine ; 
So that of force, I (forft) muft her define 

Not bound to kinde, but wholy is divine. 


Thrife happie man (whofe love this faint did lure) 

Dom Diego late, even very wretchedneffe, 

Now maift thou vaunt (thy vauntage is fo fure) 

That none alive thy pleafures halfe poffeffe. 

Through chaunce of love do thoufands chaunce on death, 
But dying I, my love inlargde my breath. 


The {cource of woe is favourie fauce to tafte, 

Our fweete delights, if once delight wee feele, 

The rough repulfe (if battring tyre be plafte) 
Amends the fpoile when walles (perforce) do reele : 
Of every thinge the goodnes doth increafe, 

If once afore the loffe did us diftreffe. 


Sufficient proofe my lingring love can shoe: 

I tyred hope ere time my truth could trie, 

Yea, defperate wretch, forworne with wreake of woe, 
I left my fute and fought the meane to die; 

Now winning her, whofe want wrought fuch annoy, 
On former griefes I graft my fruites of joy. 


In waxe, fay I, men eafily grave their will, 
In marble ftone the woorke with paine is wonne, 
But perfect once, the print remaineth ftill, 
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When waxen feales with every browfe are donne: 
Even fo in love, foone wonne, as foone is lofte, 
When forft through faith it bydes both fire and froft. 


I can not vaunt of eafie conquerd love: 

I graunt with faith I foyle Genevras fcorne, 

But now in peace, diftruft shall never move 

One jelous thought of wilde Acteons horne ; 

And yet, forfooth, this feare hee liveth in, 

To lofe the wight with words, that words did win. 


O happie love! whofe torments prove fo fweete ; 
O friendly foes! whofe treafon tride my trueth ; 
O luckie man! Dom Roderic to meete: 
Genevra thou, thrife honord for thy ruth, 

Thou, onely thou (the reft of fmall availe) 

Didft fave my life, when hope and all did faile. 


Now forth I throw my gauntlet for this grace, 
To chalenge fuch as feeke to foile thy fame, 

For fure the armes that durft my fweete imbrace, 
Dares to defend the honour of her name; 

If which I faile, in prifon let me fterve, 

So doome my fault, for fo I fhould deferve. 


Lhe complaint of two lovers, refirained from their wifhed 
defires by the adifpleafure of their friendes. 


We luckleffe wightes in thraldome lincked ftill, 
May fit and finge our layes of deepe lament, 
Whofe wayward friendes, accoyde in fullen will, 
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Boul itirre and itrive to funder our confent ; 
And yet (God wot) their wreafting is in vaine: 
One will ferves both in pleafure and in paine. 


Have they defire wee fhould bee fhrinde in clay, 
By fundring us that loves each other fo ? 

Will they not know, Love doth no lawe obey, 

Nor how hee wrappes the wyfeft wightes in wo ? 
Thinke they that force can force our felves to hate? 
O, no! in vaine, they feeke to fowe debate. 


Our plighted faith fhall never falfed bee, 
Conftrainte of will our wifhes cannot yoke, 

Our woordes in woorkes in weale and woe agree, 
Such care wee have to keepe our vowe unbroke. 
O love! through whom we live in this unreft, 
Once eafe thy thralles that thus obey thy heft. 


Remove their wrath that woorkes to wrack our will, 
That after ftormes wee may fome funne fhine fee. 
The fault is thine if love betyde us yll, 

Which bound our felves that thou mightft fet us free: 
Wherefore vouchfafe (to fowre our {weete at laft) 
That gleames of grace our clowdes of woe may walt. 


The Device of a Gentlewoman to perfuade her lover of her 


confiancie, notwithfianding her fhow of hate, which 
Shee onely ufed to quench the jelous fufpicion 
of her friendes. 


Sith fortune threates to woorke our wreake of joy, 
By fowfing of our fhip in feas of yre; 
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Sith fullen thoughtes doth fo our friends accoy, 
As wayward will ftill wrefteth our defire ; 


{ fee no meanes more meete for our behove, 

Then faile to ftrike till ftormes be paft and gone: 
Our lookes muft hate although our heart do love, 
Yea, farre from wifh our woordes muft menace mone. 


And yet this fhew of force muft needes feeme {traunge 
Unto us both, tweene whome was never {trife : 

But let it helpe, I never meane to chaunge, 

But keepe my vowe unfallfed as my life. 


Thefe fimple fhiftes wee filly wenches worke, 
lo quenche or coole our jelous friends fufpect, 
Whofe lynxes eyes in every corner lurcke, 

To trie and fpoy what worketh our defect. 


Thus farewell, friend ; I wilbe short with thee: 

Thou knoweft my love in darkeft cloudes will shine, 
And though in show my woordes from wookes agree, 
Yet thinke I am, and ever wilbe thine. 


Lhe rejected lover, with earneft defire, purfues the fight 
of his aifdainfull myftreffe. 


The dampe of dole hath chooked my delight, 
Sharpe frumpes, as froftes, doth nip my filly joy, 
My glymering grace is darkned with defpight, 

Yea, fullen thoughtes my fovereigne fo accoy. 
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As miftes of fcorne ftill falleth on my faith, 

My cleare conceiptes are clowded oore with care, 
And yet my heart, aye me! no power hath 

To shunne the ftorme that sheweth all this fcare. 
O ftraunge effectes of blinde affected love, 

To haunt the yll whereby our mifchiefes move! 


Much like the flye that buzzeth by the flame, 
And makes a fport to fee the candle light, 

Till she, unwares, be findged in the fame, 

And fo with death doth buy her fond delight. 
Or as the moufe, that frifketh by the trap, 

At length is mov’d to medle with the bayt, 
Which weaves (God wot) the web of her mifhap ; 
The bridge doth fal, and fhe is baind with weight : 
Such fweete conceits inticing forrowes breede, 

To fterve with woe when joy makes fare to feede. 


With which effectes I finde my fancies witcht, 
I feele the flame, yet can not fhun the fire. 
Th inticing trap I fee on treafon pitcht, 

And yet the bayte to byte I have defire ; 

But (O yll hap!) to worke my harmes increafe 
Both mifchiefes want the forerecyted force ; 

I finde no death my forrowes to appeafe, 
And fo my ftate then other mifers worfe : 
But fure my fault, or fate, ordaines it fo, 
And therfore I do take in worth this woe. 
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A Gentlewoman, falfely deceived with faire wordes, 
forfweareth hereafter to be wonne with 
flattering promtfes. 


Give me my worke that I may fit and fowe. 
And fo efcape the traines of truftleffe men, 
I finde too true, by witneffe of my woe, 
How that faire wordes with faithles works they blen ; 
Much Syren like, with fweete inticing call, 
We fillie dames to witch, and wray in thrall. 


O cruell friend! whofe falfe of faith I rue, 

Thou forceft me to count all men unjuft, 

For if that vow or othe might make one true, 
Thou ufed{t fuch as well might force to truft: 
But I, betrayd by too farre trufting thee, 

Wil henceforth take faire words even as they be. 


I will be deafe, though thoufands fue for grace, 
My fight as dym, if fights in filence plead ; 
Salt teares no ruth within my hart fhall place, 
For this fhall be my fong, and dayly reade, 
Poore L, that livd in thraldome linckt of yore, 
Unbound at length, will learne to love no more. 


The pitious complaint of Medea, forfaken of Fafon, lively 


bewraying the flipperie hold in fugred words. 


Amid the defart woods I rue and fhew my fate, 
Exild (O wretch !) from courtly joyes, bereft of princes ftate. 


O love! from whence thefe plagues proceede, 
For fervice true is this thy meede? 
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What vaileth now my fkil, or fight in magicks lore? 

May charmed hearbs fuffice to help, or cure my feftred fore ? 
A falve I fhapt for others {mart, 
My felfe to ayde I want the arte. 


I made the wayward moone againft the funne to {ftrive, 
And gaftly ghoftes from burial graves ful oft I did revive, 
To counterchaunge the fame with death, 
In flowre of youth fome yealded breath. 


What future harmes infude I fhewd to other wights, 

And wanted {kil for to prevent my prefent penfive plights. 
Why did I leave my native foyle, 
In forreine land to have the foyle ? 


Thy love (O Jafon falfe !) to winne I fparde no paine, 
Although Medeas loyaltie be guerdoned with difdaine : 
The goulden fleece thou wert to blame 
To beare away, I wonne the fame. 


But lordly lookes full oft, and flippry fervice eke, 

To harmeleffe ladies have beene vowde to catch the futers 
And then depart from plighted othe: [feeke, 
Their fugred woordes yeelde fealdome trothe. 


Where be the careleffe vowes and feareles othes thou {weare, 
When I imbarckt from Colches coaft, the mountaine waves 
Where is thy faith, for goulden fleece [did teare ? 


To crowne mee queene of famous Greece ? 
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Might not thy traytrous mind, in lue of friendfhips lore, 
Forfake me (wretch!) among my friends, but that with faile 
Thou me convaydft to place unknowne, [and ore 
Amonge wyld beaftes to make my mone? 


Who gainft their favage kinde do worke me (wretch !) noyll, 
But feemes for to lament my cafe, or elfe the gods y will 
My lothed life fhould lengthened bee, 
To guerdon my iniquitie. 


Lhe forfaken Lover pretilie nippeth his Ladies nconfiancte, 
Jor that (as he thought) fhee matched with his bafer in 
acconipl, wherein coulerablie he difcovereth both 
their names. 


The gallie flave which ftill doth ftirre the ore, 

If haplie hee his withed haven ef{pies, 

With reftleffe toile doth plie to be on shore; 
Haile in a maine, my mates! hee cheerely cries : 
But when with rough repulfe from bliffefull bay, 
Hee is inforft on feas againe to {tray, 


Unhappie wight, then drownde in deepe defpaire, 
Powres forth his plaintes with flouds of brackish teares 
With whome I now do claime a partie share, 

Which [che ref? of the line is wanting tn the original] 
Imbarkt in hope, where will the ftearne did wylde, 
Thy faith was guide which, falfed, me beguylde. 


y 


My failes of fighes, my tackle framde of truft, 
With bliffe and bale thus armed was my barke ; 
Now vaunft on high, now throwne downe to the duft, 
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Now fraught with joy, now forft to care and carke ; 
Yet quiet calme at length of friendfhips lore 
Did feeme to guide my fhivered fhip to fhore. 


And entring in the narrowe brooke of bliffe, 
Triumph (quoth I) Dame Fortune hath the foyle, 
The mends is made that quiteth every miffe, 
Adventrous boy, now reape thy fruits of toyle, 
But truft to top of Fortunes fickle wheelie, 

Thy faith did flide, and I began to reele, 


For bitter blaftes of rage and deepe difdaine, 
My ankers loft, my ship fo fore they shooke, 
That I againe was glad broad feas to gaine, 

To {cape the flats within thy bliffeleffe brooke; 
And whilfte in hope I winde and weather waite, 
A haggish barke I fawe to paffe thy ftraight. 


Agrievd wherat, through hate I houng the lip, 

And fayd, too true that waves and women gree, 
Which faves the boate, and {poiles the gallant ship ; 
So ladies love lightes oft in bafe degree: 

And then I vow’d, from which I will not fwarve, 

To haunt you both no more than neede shall ferve. 


The Lover attributeth his cureleffe wound to chaunce, 
by loving long. 


Long have I loft my libertte, 
Alas! through love (long) have I fo. 
(Long) have I f{toode in jeopardie, 
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In loving (long) through pyning woe, 
Whofe conftant truth long hath ben tryde, 
Though (long) his fuit hath ben denyde. 


My batterie (long) the brafen wall 
The cannon fhot doth cleane deface, 
The longeft trees in time doe fall, 
Which (long) before bad Boreas base : 
The little brooke in running (long) 
Doth turne into a river strong. 


Then may it be I loving (long) 

My pyning corps by (long) delay, 

Can (long) abide the furie ftrong 

Of ghaftly death, which (long) doth ftay 
His lingring {troke to have it fo, 

That loving (long) fhould worke my woe. 


A Sonet, wherin ts fhowne the frraunge effectes of love. 


In care I joy, my mirth is mov’d by mone, 
With flouds of want I weare to ebbe my wo; 
Appayd I reft in reftleffe griefe to grone, 

By fainting hope my friendly hap doth growe: 
In waves of bale I bathe in wifhed bliffe, 

My wealth in woe, in paine my pleafure is. 


But how thefe hang, if fo the fearch my harme, 
Thefe fewe suffice the fame to fhew (my fweete) : 
To rayfe her joy my felfe I wholy arme, 
To freefe or fry as fhe fhall deeme it meete, 


The Garden of Unthriftinesse. 


I bound am free, and free I yeald her flave: 
That’s my delight that fhe defires to have. 


And fith my fport doth make my fovereigne coy, 

And mirth fhe finds to thwart my faith with frumps, 

I fad, am glad my noy may force her joy, 

My fowre her fweete, my dole may cleare her dumpes ; 
Yea, life I wifh this were to do her good, 

Each day to wafte a drop of guiltleffe blood. 


The lover, wearted with a number of delayes, fues unto 
his Ladte for pitie, or otherwife her [peedie denyall, 
by death to worke a [peedte dispatch of hts 


langutfhing dayes. 


If pitie may prevaile to pearfe your hart with ruth, 
Sweete maiftres, lend your liftning eare to heare your 
fervants truth, 
Whofe faith hath chofe you judge, and jurie if you pleafe ; 
If not, defart fhal trye this caufe your deintie mynd to eafe. 
The whole record is writ for rafing with my teares, 
My witneffe is my withered corps, ny famifhed with feares : 
A thoufand fighes, befides, in open court will fweare, 
You are the faint which with my heart I honour, love, and 
feare: 
Difdaine that workes delayes, miftruft that moves my mone, 
No witneffe hath to hinder right, but falfe fufpect alone ; 
Yet boulftred up by fcorne, they fcoffe my loyall love, 
And kept me play with forreine frumpes, til prickt by neede 
LOADTOVE, 
If pitie could procure your heart my harme to rue, 
() 


c 
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I found remorfe was preaft to heare the plaint before your 
view. 

And now, good lady, note my witneffe and my woe; 

if I deferve your love for love, give verdite yea or no, 

For daunted with delayes, for hap or harme I jumpe, 

And knowe you once if fullen will my faythful love doth 
frumpe. 

I will not languifh long in curfed Cupides flame, 

Death in defpight shall rid me dole, and you shall beare 
the blame ; 

But if with fovereigne grace you may your fervants {tate 

Yeald recompence of love betimes, least liking comes too late 

To coole his flaming harte, by Cupide fet on fire, 

Through heate whereof a Whet/fone colde confumes with 
hote defire. 


The thought of wonted joyes doubleth the miferable 
mans griefe. 


I that whofe youth was lul’d in pleafures lap, 
Whofe wanton yeres were never chared with care; 
Who made no flight, but reacht the pitch of hap, 
And now befieg’d with griefe at unawares ; 

How can my hart but bleede to thinke on this? 
My joy with zas, my woe is joyned with zs, 


With zs ? (Oh, yea!) and ever wil be fo: 
Such hell is thought to mufe on joyes forgone ; 
For though content would faine appeafe my woe, 
This myrthleffe note continues fresh my mone. 
O, deare delight ! with whome I dwelt in joy, 
Thy fowreft fweete my forrowes would deftroy. 
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Deftroy it would; but, oh! thofe dayes are paft, 
When to my wil I found dame fortune wrought : 
My fancies cleare with cares are over caft, 

Yet booteleffe hope will not forfake my thought, 
But {till proroges my griefe, that elfe would dye 
To vaine effect when I my toyling fpye. 


Lhe hap and hard fortune of a careleffe lover. 


My hart on hoyh, with careleffe mind I raunging freedoms 
fielde, 

Blind Cupide, by areft unwares, to Beautie bad me yeald: 

What! yeald (quoth I) at Beauties becke, as Venus flave to 


fenvic.? 
May he whome freedome alwayes fed by bondage ftoupe 
TOMTCE VCs 


No, Cupide, no; with me go tell, dame Beautie beares no 
{way, 

Nor pleafure with her painted fheath can make me Cupide 
pray. 

This anfwere made, with winged feete he tooke his flight 
away, 

And did impart to Beautie ftraight his reft I would not bay. 


With anger fraught who foorth with wild an armie should 
be had, 

And captaines, having charge themfelves, in armour should 
be clad: 

Her felfe the plafte in formoft rank,with Pleafure in her hand, 

And Lady Love elected was hygh marshall of her band. 
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Faire Venus in the rereward went, her fonne in ambush lay: 

Thus Beautie and her warlike crue did mearch in battle ray; 

But I, poore I, which feard no force in freedomes leafe at 
large, 

Pursude my fport with careleffe mynd: of Love J took no 
charge. 


But all too foone I heard a found of dub, dub, in my eare, 

And therewithall I fawe in fight tenne aunchents to 
appeare ; 

Which poudred were with pyned hartes in bloudy colours fet, 

Which forft me flee to wifdomes wood, to feape Dan Cupids 
net. 


But (craftie) he in fcoute there lay, who firft gave charge 
on me, 

And brought me bound to Beauties barre her prifoner for 
to be: 

Then ftinging love enforft me pray, Dame Pleafure plead 
my cafe, 

But Beautie fayd, in vaine I fude in hope of future grace. 


For martiall law foorthwith (quoth she) thy hart in bale 
shall bounce. 

Therwith she chargd her marshall high this fentence to 
pronounce: 

To bate thy pride, which wouldft not {toupe when Beautie 
bent her lure, 

Thy cafting shall be clods of care, /aunce hope of happie 
cure, 
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With flouds of teares thy dazeld eyes thy fickly cheekes 
shall {taine, . 

And fancie with his fleating toyes shall harbour in thy 
braine : 

Thy heart shall poudred be with paine, thy guts with griefe 
to boyle, 

Thy feething fighes shall fcalde thy lippes to tafte of in- 
warde toyle. 


Thy intrales all shall parched be with flames of fond defire, 

The heavie peise of bodyes griefe thy pyned legges shall 
tire: 

Defpaire then was the hangman made, which doome did 
Beautie pleafe, 

And I to bondage was bequeath’d, to live in little eafe. 


Wherewith the gem of Venus band, unprayd of her don gre, 
Did beg me, wretch, at Beauties hand her prifoner for to be ; 
And, after vowe of loyaltie, did let me goe at large; 

Yea, further payd my farewell fee my bondage to difcharge. 
In lue whereof at her commaund my fervice, loe! is preft, 
As homage due for faved life, yea more, her flave I reft. 


The absent lover, in pawne of his conftancte, fendeth his 
heart to his Ladte. 


Receive, deare dame, as gage of worthy love, 
This pyned hart, bepoudred all with teares, 
Whofe poefie is, Vo fate my faith can move: 
A rare accorde, in prime of roving yeres. 
When fancie fets a thoufand thoughts on fire, 
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When faith is choakt with fmoke of filthie change, 
When folly fumes, when flameth fond defire, 

When raging luft beyond his bounds doth range, 
When every bayte beguileth brainficke youth, 
When newe found love the olde exileth {ftill, 

When fugred wordes are fauced with untruth, 

What {traunge confent fubdude my wanton wil ? 
Forfooth (fweet wench) this ftay thy vertue wrought, 
Thy rare report this metamorphofe made ; 

And left my youth should wrong thee with fom thought, 
I ufe this helpe all vaine defires to vade, 

In abfence, loe! to leave with thee my hart, 

That al my joy may live where thou doeft reft. 

I likewife ufe, to free thy hidden fmart, 

By fecrete fighes which flies from covert breft, 

My hart to fend to joyne in ayde with thine, 

That thou mayft joy, although in paine I pyne. 


Lhe lover, neither greaily favoured nor openly refufed, 
compareth the wretchedneffe of his eftate unto the 
paines of hell. 


Full fearefull is the talke of Tantals criefe, 
Who hunger fterves in feas of deintie fare, 
Which falles to eb when he should find reliefe, 
And flowes againe, his hope with woes to ware ; 
And how in vaine poore Sifyphus doth mone, 
To mountaine top who ftil doth roll the ftone. 


And reaching thus the point of all his paine, 
For joy he leapes, downe falles his fruites of toyle : 
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Straight backe he runnes to fetch the ftone againe; 
A new he rolles, but reapes his former foyle. _ 
These be their plages which light in Sathans trap, 
To wish and want, to hope and have no hap. 


If then it be a hell in doubt to live, 

Myfelfe by proofe can blafe thereof the paine, 
Who findeth grace where fcorn but late did grieve, 
And fead with hope, with hate is fterv’d againe ; 
For all his fuite who can no anfwere knowe, 

If his {weete maiftreffe loves him, yea or no. 


If fecrete yea this item would but give, 

I love in hart where moft in shewe I hate; 

To free fufpect thus f{traungely do I live, 

To plight my fayth where fcorne doth faine debate, 
Unto my fmart it were a fweete reliefe, 

Then should my lute found notes of joy, no griefe. 


Then would I laugh to fee my lady pout, 

And fmyle when moft fhe wroung her mouth awry ; 
A figne of fayth fhould feeme each thwarting flout, 
Mud jealous fearciiarre irom my hart thould fly, 
Although in armes my foe did her imbrace, 

If once she fleard with fancie on my face. 


If open zo would will my fuites to ceafe, 

I know the worft, and fo adieu to {mart ; 

A haftie death my forrowes could appeafe, 

Or languor would foone pierce my pyning hart : 
Thus death were worfe, how fo my fortune fell, 
3ut now, alive, I feele the paines of hell. 
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By gleames of grace I reape a hot reliefe, 

With ftorms of fcorne I freefe againe with feare : 
Thus flouds of joy do fall to eb with griefe, 

And doubtfull hope defired hap doth weare: 

In favour moft, I move her {till to love ; 

Soft! she replyes, I muft your patience prove. 


I feare to fay, be plaine with yea or no, 

Leaft in her pettes zo pleafe her peevish thought, 
And fcorne with all my joyes do overthrowe : 

So forward hafte with backward fpeed were bought. 
Thus am I forft to daunce attendance ftill : 

God graunt for al in fine I get good will! 


G. W. to the figne of the brafen bell. 


And not without defart I thee a tyrant call, 

Which, fave a fcorne, thou madft of me to eache mifhape 
art thrall: 

Thy credite is the church, O falfe unfriendly bell! 

When as thou foundeft the marridge joyes, or ring{t the 
carefull knell. 

The fouldier in diftreffe by the[e] alarum makes, 

And when good hap doth him advaunce, thy fides he 
rudely fhakes, 

Digreffing from his ftate to toyle of bafer chaunce. 

A thrall thou art to Hick and Steven in every morris 
daunce. 

The hinde doth decke his horfe with belles to make him free; 

The harmeleffe foole upon his cap doth make a fcorne 

of thee, 
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Befides, to favage beaftes a fervile flave thou reftes, 

The deintie dog in ladies lap is jueld with thy jeftes. 

The mounting faulcon loft bewrayes by thee her ftande, 

By thee the hobby dares the larke before he well be mande. 

Of yore this phrafe I learnd, when things ne framed well, 

A capcafe for the foole to call a cockfcomb and a bell, 

Then canft that thus arte fcorned, befides thy fervile 
{trokes, 

A tryumph make upon his teares, whom love ne luft 
provokes. 

To like thy maiftreffe lookes, and love her as his life, 

Who wel is bent to quite thy toyle when {tinted is his ftrife: 

He fure would thee advaunce from braffe to glittering golde, 

If that by pearcing peales thou wouldft his forrowes once 
unfolde. 

Thou feeft what fighes I fende, and howe my fuites be payd: 

Thou feeft my maiftreffe {myle with grace, and graunt fhe 
earit denayd, 

Thou feeft me Cupids thrall, her love in league with hate ; 

Thou feeft my bliffe is wayd with bale, when wrath doth 
weave debate ; 

Thou feeft my greateft ioyes are counterpeifde with paine, 

Thou feeft my myrth is mixt with mone when jealoufie 
doth reigne ; 

Yet when fhe {myles thou fpar’ft my forrowes to deface, 

And when fhe frownes thou fearft to fpeake to winne her 
wonted grace. 

Well, fith through feare or fcorne thou lettft me languifh 
{till, 

I prefent now will plead for grace to winne my wished will. 

And firft, good tong, prepare to tell a lovers tale, 

R 
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Sound foorth my joyes, advaun’ft by hope, by dyre de- 
{paire my bale; 

And when miftruft infe¢tes my ladies hautie hart, 

Then, fcalding fighes, give you the charge to shew my 
ceafeleffe fmart. 

But if she lift to toy, and fmyle with friendly face, 

With eafie force then, armes, affay thy maiftreffe to imbrace. 

Then forrowe feeke revenge upon her ruby lips, 

Then wounded hart receive the cure of cruell Cupids nips. 

Thus forward vaunce your felves the maifter griefes to Wray : 

The filent man {till fuffers wrong, the proverbe olde doth fay; 

And where adventure wants, the wishing wight ne thrives. 

Faint heart, hath ben a common phrafe, faire lady never 
Wives. 


Lhe lover blameth his ladies miftruft, wherin ts figured 
the paffions of an earneft lover. 


What fancie fond did force your mynde, 
My deare, to judge me fo unkinde, 
As one of wits bereau’d, 
To breake the bonds of loyaltie, 
As one devoyd of honeftie ? 
No, no, you are deceavd ; 
For where fuch perfect amitie 
Is linckt with true fidelitie, 
By no meanes Junos jealoufie 
A funder may it part: 
For fince.with you I fell in love, 
Affigned by the Gods above, 
My heart did never feeke to prove 
From yours once to ftart. 
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For proofe to try what I have fayd, 
Marke how my flesh away doth fade, . 

And inward parts doth fret ; 

For who can hide the flankering fire, 
But that it will shewe foorth his ire 

By vertue of his heate? 

So thofe ypearft with Cupides dart, 
Cannot fo clofely cloake their fmart, 

But that they muft complaine: 
Their fcalding fighes their forowes shewe, 
Their colour, fading too and fro, 

Beares witneffe of their paine ; 
Their fowre fitting in fecrete nookes, 
When others laugh, their lowring lookes, 
Declares them caught in Cupides hookes, 

And fare as men forlorne. 

Their often making of their mone, 
Their folemne fitting all alone 
In places fecrete and unknowne, 
Still curfing they were borne, 
Are tokens true, the poet fayth, 
To whome thefe turtles vowe their faith, 
If fayning we may truft. 
Certes, thefe torments all men greeve, 
And therefore fure I do beleeve 
Their fayings to be juft. 
Wherfore to guerdon loyall love, 
My deare, fuch fancies from you move, 
As Envie late did faine : 
For truly I proteft to you, 
The heavens fhall fall ere I untrue 


The Garden of Unthriftinesse. 


My loyaltie will ftaine: 
And time, I truft, will fo provide, 
When elvith Envie fhall her hide, 
From bale to bliffe truth shall us hide, 
To top of Fortunes wheele: 
Where we, to banishe fell annoy, 
Stil live repleate with bliffefull joy, 
Still lauding of the blinded boy, 
Whofe force we oft did feele. 
Till time obtaines that happy day, 
Let no conceite your mynd affray, 
In judging me untrue: 
Which bleffed houre fhall hap with fpeede, 
Or elfe my will shall want his meede ; 
And thus, fweete wench, adue. 


The infortunate lover determineth rather defperately to 
end his forrowes, then to proroge them with 


booteleffe hope. 


The trayterous mate, by law adjudg’d to dye, 

If feare of death fhould worke this foule effect, 
In hope /aunce hap his fecrete to efcrye, 

Or flaunder forge to peach the unfufpect, 
Proroging thus his life by dallying death, 
Befides his gilt with fhame fhuld {top his breath. 


In defperate frayes, where raunfome is denyde, 
Bafe were the minde in hope of grace to yeald, 
Whofe courage elfe might daunt his enimies pride, 
And fo by force with fame to win the field ; 
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For where our wrong doth worke our overthrow, 
In vaine we hope to weare away our woe. 


And why fhuld I with hope perfuade my thought 
To bath in bliffe, paft bondes of my defart, 

For my bafe hap my love to high is fought, 
Whom favour none, but frownings overthwart, 
Alas! can reape at my fweete maiftreffe hands: 
I love, fhe hates, and thus my fortune ftands. 


With withered woe my life I weare away, 

Where cften I heare, thundring in my thought, 
Through love of her, my friendes and foes to fay, 
Upon my felfe I wilfull murther wrought : 

Then, fith my death this ftrange report shal shape, 
In vaine for grace till later gafpe I gape. 


Nay, wretche, divorce delayes from wished death, 


Cut through the thred which care confumes to flowe: 


Thy mounting mind defpifeth fervile breath, 

And canft thou yeald to fortunes overthrowe ? 

Thy dome is death, by ladies fcorne decreed, 
Needs muft thou dye, then beft to dye with fpeede. 


Some friend wil write on my untimely tumbe, 
With faithfull zeale I fo my goddeffe ferv'd: 
My life, my love, my living, all and fome, 

I reaft, and left, before my fancie fwervd ; 
And when my fuit her mowd to angry moode, 
To worke amends I facrififde my bloud. 
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Verfes of complaint, devifed for a well meaning lover, 
to move his matftreffe to pitie. 


Now ceafe, good lady, ceafe to weave my further woe, 

Where fcorne hath worne my joyes to eb, let pitie force 
them flowe. 

[To] you, I fue and ferve, to you I waile and weepe, 

[For] you my reftleffe eyes doth watch, when other men 
do fleepe. 

To you my fighes I fend, which makes my heart to bleede, 

For you my teares, like Tiber ftreames, from dazeled eyes 
proceede. 

No wealth I do enjoy, but that I wish you part, 

No griefe doth gaule your daintie minde, but I do eafe 
your {mart. 

To rowle in bagges of golde in choice I would deteft, 

In faith, for to injoy your love, and harbour where you reft. 

If you I might injoy, I, now forworne with woe, 

To former joyes would be reftorde, in fpite of him fayes noe : 

No torment then fhould vere, or nippe my heavie hart : 

All gulfes of griefe fhall foone be damde which drownes 
my joyes in {mart : 

Of age I fhould triumphe, and death I would defie, 

And fortunes force I could withftand, for all her crueltie. 

In you to fave or fpill, in you to make or marre, 

In you it reftes to end my woes, or caufe my further care, 

Twixt life and death I ftand, twixt hope and deepe 
defpaire, 

Till loving lines for pyning woe returnes a luckie share. 
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The complaint of a gentlewoman, being with child, 


Jalfely forfaken. 


What gulfes of griefe may well receive 

The teares which I in vaine do fpend? 
What faithleffe wight durft once deceive 

By falfehoode foule fo firme a friend, 

With lofe, who wrayes how well shee lov’de, 
When choife for chaunge his fancie moved ? 


Though reafon would I should refraine 
His blame, my shame for to bewray, 
Good ladies, yet my pinching paine 
Injoynes mee here the truth to fay, 
Whofe wretched plight and penfive ftate 
Surmounteth farre Queene Didoes fate. 


What meanft thou, wretch, from joy exilde, 
To yeald unto his fained teares ? 

With careleffe vowes why wert begilde, 
And feareleffe othes the traytor fweares ? 
Ere nuptial rites, why did{t thou truft 

His faith, and yeelde unto his luft ? 


Thou Jafon falfe by perjurde flight, 
Thou Thefeus thefte decyphereft plaine, 
I Dido wretch (thou Troyan knight) 
Here equall griefes in breaft fuftaine. 

I juftly fay, which wordes I rue, 
mllsmen be falfesand none be true. 
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The fruites yfprong by our defire, 

My wealth thou wafte might move thy heart 
To graunt the rightes which love require, 
And fearch a falve to cure my {mart ; 

But fith thy faith thou doeft forgoe, 

Come, death, and end my wretched woe. 


Yet, ladies all, beware by mee, 

To rue fweete woordes of fickle truft : 
My heaped harmes let warning bee, 
How filed talke doth prove unjuft, 
And rule your love by reafons lore, 
Leaft future plagues you do deplore. 


Againft one which wrote a flaunderous libell in 
difhonour of a Ladtie. 


Yhacht thou wert in envies neft, 

Whofe murthering tongue might not fuffice 
To woorke a ladies great unreft, 

But that with penne thou didft devife 

Vile vice to paint in vertues place, 

Her fpotleffe life for to difgrace. 


Whofe facred head, with wifedome fraught, 
Is guided by Dame Pallas {kill ; 
Her deintie minde Minerva taught 
The good to love, to leave the ill ; 
Then may it bee, fhee doth deferve 
Report from reafons lore to fwerve ? 
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Noe, no, thou wretch and viper vile, 

From natures lawe which doft rebell, 

The world doth know thy giltie gile, 

In dungeon darcke hence forth now dwell, 
For all men doth thy fight repine, 

From manly actes which doeft decline. 


The heavens do frowne with earthly foode 
Thy carren corpes should nourisht bee, 
Thou onely byrde of vipers broode, 

And bitter braunch of rankors tree ; 

A harpie for thy filthie factes, 

For God and man abhorres thy actes. 


Unfeene henceforth, thou caitife, couche, 
Thou murtherer vile of others fame, 
How durft thou once prefume to touche 
The honour due unto her name, 

And make report that Dian chafte 

Faire Venus knightes in bedde imbrafte ? 


Allotting to her harmeleffe tongue 
All rufticke fpeach, with Stentors voice, 
Difdayning them whom love hath {tonge, 


For that with chaunge {hee makes her choice ; 


Not carefull of her curious charge, 
But gladly rowes in everie barge. 


How may it bee fuch fertile foyle, 
Well tilde and fowne with happie feede, 
Can chufe in recompence of toyle, 
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But yeeld thee fruites of Venus meede ? 
Why worke I her fo great abufe, 
For giltleffe fact to frame excufe ? 


My paines herein deferves no praife, 

For all men knowes more then I write ; 
But thou that didft this rumour raife, 

If that thou darft to show thy might, 

As truth maintaine thy flaundrous wordes, 
Committing triall to our fwordes. 


Who readie am her to defend, 

Till wounded corpes, with bloud begord, 
Of worldly woes do make an end, 

By froward force of flaundrous fword, 
Or [to] recant to make will I, 

And for offence her mercie crie. 


Lhe unfortunate lover is perfuaded his mifhap to 


grow by deftinie, 


Yet was not Hellens face, ne Parris, faire, 


Untimely which did weave the Troyans woe, 


For former faultes the Gods agreede in ire, 


With future panges their vengeance downe to throwe 


And making choyfe, as inftrument withall, 


That Parris love fhould [be] king Priames thrall. 


Such heaped harmes within the Heavens beene, 


For one mans eafe to caufe anothers care; 


Unfriendly fo the fates mens happes do fpin, 


y 
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In partiall wife to yeelde eche wight his fhare: 
Then, love, why fhould I curffe, or {korne lawe, 
Or blame the dame one whom I ftande in awe? 


Her vertues rare, her pearleffe beautie bright, 
Her Pallas witt, I, joynde with Sabas fkill ; 

My reftleffe eyes, which covets fo her fight, 

Are not the fates which forceth mee this ill, 

For hier fprites devifed long agoe 

My youthfull yeares fhould paffe in pyning woe. 


The difcommodities of forft marriages, by the example of 
Venus and Vulcan: fuppofed, for the more plaine ex- 
playning of the tnconventences, to be written to a covetous 
carle, having but one onely daughter, refufed the offers 
of diverfe gentlemen, fome becing of good worfhip, and 
married her unto an old croked coffing crufi, for his 


great wealthes fake. 


In prime of pride, when Venus minde to Junos rites 
afpirde, 

A wealthie crufte to catch her up her father then defirde ; 

Perufing well his fubjectes ftates, who beft might begher 
feare, 

At length hee chus’de a Croydon chuffe to wooe his 
daughter deare ; 

Whofe wealth, I do confeffe, was great, y gott by endlefle 
toyle 

At fmithes forge, with daily heate his apifh face did broyle. 

This gallant fquire a wooing rid, his face bee erimde 

with duft, 
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And comming to her fathers houfethis daintie dame he buft : 

Who at the firft this lady bright fome monfter thought 
to bee, 

Retyring backe affright thee was his uglye fhape to fee; 

But in the ende her fathers threates, and Vulcans gifts 
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Did force her daintie minde to yeelde this crabtree peece 


The marriage rites in haft were wrought in prefence of 
them all, 

Then hee this peareleffe dame convayde unto his ruf- 
ticke hall, 

Whereas, the reft folemnifed, her friends they did depart, 

The which once done, then ftreight begunne the fumme of 
all her fmart ; 

For hee fell to his former toyle before the dawning day, 

Where bouncing blowes on ftythie fmit the fturdie fteele 
to tame, 

(Debard of reft) did force her with to taft of wedlockes game. 

And as it is no newes to tell at all, nor feeming ftraunge, 

How lovers they do never lacke whofe mindes bee bent 
to chaunge. 

Here mightie Mars, ycleaped God of warre and battell ray, 

Enforfte to yeeld as Cupids thrall, and eke his heftes obey,’ 

Determined to give attempt, to fraught his heart with blis- 

Though conqueft hard, yet glorie great, quoth hee, the 
guerdon is. 

Before her eyes his fiege he plantes, like Phoebus rayes 
that fhan, 

Affault hee gave, fhee did refift. hee made no batterie than. 

But one repulfe his valiaunt heart in no refpect amafde, 
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Hee fhot againe, the bulwarkes fell, and all the walles 
were raifde. 

The fort thus wonne, as hee did wifh, hee trode on pricking 
thornes 

To gaine the fpoile of Vulcans toile, and arme his head 
with hornes : 

The which without refiftaunce great hee joyed.at his will, 

But jeloufie the gulfe did force to feare and dread that ill. 

Which in the end when true hee found, hee framed by 
his arte 

A chaine to tie thefe lovers faft, fo that they might 
not ftarte, 

And then for all the Gods hee fent, to fee this laugh- 
ing game, 

Where they, in meede of pleafures paft, received open 
fhame. 

Loe! here the bitter fruites wherewith fuch mariages be 
fraught, 

Where wealth doth winne the womans will, and vertue fet 
at naught. 

Such chaunce may hap to the old fnudge, inforft by 
ereedie gaine, 

Where pence poffefse the daughters love, the man {hee 
doth difdaine. 

And fo fare well: at this my verfe, mee thinkes, I heare 
thee fnuffe, 

But dogegrell rime were farre to good to greete a dunghill 


chufte. 
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Lhe forfaken lover /heweth to what intent he weareth tawnie; 


bewraying the bondage that wanton dames 
bring thetr thralles unto. 


My fancie once in fayre carnation ftoode, 

And, trueth to fay, I lived in delight, 

But loe! (fuch is the fruites of wanton moode) 
Both dye and dayes are chaunged with defpight. 
In tawnie now I forced am to goe, 

(Forfaken wretch !) my myftreffe fcorne to fhoe. 


And would to God, who notes my wretched weedes, 
Would wifely fhunne the baites that beautie lay ; 
Her fweete receites an ill digeflion breedes. 

Once bound ynough, her thralles muft needes obey : 
Yea, worfe then that (though love feeme nere fo hott) 
When all is done, forfaken is their lott. 


This is the badge that Creffids heyres do give; 
They lure with grace, and loofe with deadly hate: 
Beware of them, you that in freedome live, 

If not, behold a patterne of your fate: 

Even I my felfe do weare this tawnie hue, 

To fhewe I ferv’d a Creffid moft untrue. 


Lhe rejected lover determineth either to purchafe his ladies 


Speedie reconcilement, or elfe defperatly to die. 


Of thee, deere dame, faine would I learne the tructh, 
If hee that bringes the innocent in band, 


J 
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Ar (fo betrayde) who flayeth him faunce ruth, 
Is thought herein to have the bloudieft hand ? 
If hee that doth the faultleffe firft betray, 

Then, cruell, note the wordes that I fhall fay. 


I am the man that longe can hardly live : 

You with your fcorne betrayde mee to defpaire, 
Then though my hand the deadly wound do give, 
The murtherer it wilbe faid you are ; 

But if you fhame fuch fowle report to prove, 

Now yeeld, fweete wench, or never graunt to love. 


Behold the blade that fhall confirme my faith ! 
My woes confent in wanton yeares to die: 

I live to heare but what your aunfweare faith, 
Once lapt therein my life or death doth lie ; 
For truft mee now, I (wretched) have decreede 
To winne your love, or elfe to die with fpeede. 


The lover, being wounded at the Bathe, fues unto his 


ladie for pitte. 


I bathing late, in bathes of fovereigne eafe, 


Not in thofe bathes where beauties bliffe doth flowe, 
But even at Bathe, which many a gueft doth pleafe ; 


But loe mifhap ! thofe waves hath wrought my woe. 
There love I fawe her feemely felfe to lave, 

Whofe fightly fhape fo fore my heart did heate, 
That foone I fhund thofe ftreames my felfe to fave ; 
But fcorching fighes fo fet mee in a {weate, 
That loe! I pine to pleafe my peevifh will, 
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And yet I freefe with froftes of chilling feare. 
Thus in extremes I live and languifh ftill, 
Without releefe, my reftleffe woes to weare : 

I blame the bathe as bruer of my bale, 

To give mee dregges when others drinke delight ; 
Thus to the ftreames I tell a fenfeleffe tale, 

Time to beguile, when abfence fpittes her ipite: 
But new perforce I fue to thee (fweete wench) 
With teares I pleade for pittie and for ruth, 
But if thou fcornft my feorched heart to quench, 
Doe but commaunde, and death fhall trie my truth. 
This blemifh, then, by thee, the bathe fhall sett, 

3 Which many one to health hath helpt of yore, 

A meane to mathe men in dame Beauties nett, 
And cannot give a falve to cure their fore : 

Which if you fhame, then fay no more but foe, 

I yeeld to love: thofe woordes will eafe my woe. 


) 


The Lover to his Ladte in AU ANCE. 


Abandon care from daintie breatt, 
bewaile no more your fate, 

For why the Gods to pittie dreatft, 
will chaunge his ftormie ftate ; 

And graunt you joy at your defire, 
though rancor rage like Aetna fire. 


Fler aunfweare. 


The proverbe faith, whilft graffe doth growe, 
For want of foode the fteede doth fterve : 
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So hope perplext with pining woe, 

From reafons lore fo oft doth fwerve, 
That dyre defpaire doth winne the forte, 
Where hope for fuccour fhould reforte. 


A defcription of Feloufie. 


A. fearefull thought, which never doth remove 

But when in armes hee holdes his heartes delight ; 

A wrangling hate where once was paffing love, 

Oft cold with hope, yet never quenched quite ; 

More cleare in fightes then woordes this woe is feene, 

Sowne by fufpect, but rooted with debate ; 

Wacht with miftruft whilft that the eare is greene, 

Through ripe, mowne downe with fyth of mortall hate, 
Is jeloufie. 


Lo a atfdainfull Da*m. 


Difdainful dame, why didft thou fcorne the wight that 
wifht thee wel? 

May peevifh pride a harbour have where beautie doth 
excell ? 

No rafcall here did feeke to fport, or joyne with gentle race, 

Though hautie lookes (thy forme except) were fhowne in 


bafeft place. 


The haggard gill defpifeth oft to pray on princely fowle, 

To ftraggle out at carren crowe, and checke with uglie 
owle. 
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Thy gadding trickes purfues her trade with vauntage in 
defect ; 
Haile fellowe mett with bafeft fort, the beft thou doft detect. 


Beleeve how that thy forme was framde by fonde Narcif- 
sus glafe, 

Dame Beauties giftes full fickle are, and fade as doth 
them talte: 

Thy goulden haires to hoarie graie will chaunge their elit- 
tering hue, : 

Thy Lays life, and luring lookes, no doubt thy bane 
will brue, 


Thy face, fo frefh in prime of youth, will wrinkled be 
with age, 

Then taunting tongue from fcorneful nipps dame Nature 
will affuage : 

Thy mountaine breafts, which beares fuch bredth, thy pride 
in princely gate, 

Thy graces al in tracte of time wil chaunge their former 
{tate. 


Then fhalt thou feele the force of fcorne, what fruites from 
pride proceede, 

The ace of hartes will haunt the ftocke, thy chiefeft helpe 
at neede, 


Lhe Lover in pratfe of his Ladie. 


Apelles, O thou famous Greeke! 
Thy praife unto my eares doth founde, 
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Since thou fo farre abroade didft feeke 


In countries through the world fo rounde, 
Till thou hadft drawen forth Venus thape, 


Whofe beautie paft Syr Paris rape. 


O! that thy fortune had beene fuch, 
To light whereas my lady lives, 
Whofe glittering beautie is fo much, 
as 4o'ttanke on mry heart it ryves ; 
For Venus fhee doth paffe as farre, 

As doth the funne each fhyning ftarre. 


Eche gift which nature could devife, 

Dyearie iy leadie Ht aretaines ; 

A facred head, which to furmife 

The trueth, all other farre it ftaines: 
Her haires bee of fo gliftering hewe, 

As gold they ftaine to outward vewe. 


Her chriftall eyes, her fugred tongue, 


From whence fuch pleafaunt wordes do floe, 


That lyking binds both old and younge 


The ground to love where fhee doth goe, 


Her cherrie cheekes fo frefh of hewe, 
Her veynes much like to azurs blewe; 


Her rubie lippes, her fnowifh necke, 
Her proper chin, her chriftall breaft, 


Her pleafaunt veynes, whofe pappes do decke 


Her comely corpes fo finely preatt, 


Her flender armes, with milke white hands, 


Would catch the Gods in Cupids bands. 
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Her other partes, fo finely wrought, 
Doe paffe my wittes for to recite, 

For why it feemde dame Nature fought 
In court eche gorgious gearle to fpite, 
When firft of mould fhee did her frame, 
Shee is fo beautifull a dame. 


Noe marvell though the Grecian king 
Did fhape his courfe through fifhfull floud, 
From hatefull Troy his wife to bring, 

Or els in Phrygia leave his bloud, 

If halfe fuch beautie in Hellen were, 

As is in this my ladie faire. 


If Brifeis beautie were fo bright, 
Her comely fyces fo exceld, 

None may blame Achilles flight, 
When raging love his heart compeld 
To leave his lord amid his foes, 

A falve to fearch to cure his woes. 


Nor yet Ulyffes none may blame, 
Though frenfie hee himfelfe did faine, 
Becaufe without reprochfull fhame 

Hee would avoide the Grecian traine, 
The which to Troy their courfe did fhape 
To fetch againe Syr Paris rape; 


If that the beautie equall were 

Of chafte Penelope, his wife, 

To match with this my lady rare, 
For whom I hazard would my life 
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Amid a troupe of Troyans fell, 
My fancie fhee doth feede fo well. 


An aunfwere to a Gentlewoman, by love conftrained to 
Jue to him whom of late fhe fcorned. 


Nie driven to death by raging love, reviv’de by happie 
meanes, 

I fmile you feeke that erft you fcornd with thofe your 
filver {treames. 

Now time performes, my words prove true, when as I was 
your thrall, 

Your fugred joyes in flowting me would turne to bitter gall. 


Elfe not the name of Goddeffe juft dame Venus doth 


deferve, 
Unleffe her fervauntes fhee advaunce, and makes her foes 
Gontciyc: 
Your fcalding fighes, let witnes be, what forrowes I 
fuftainde, 


When as with pitious plaintes I fhewd the panges that 
moft mee painde. 


But thou, fpronge up of tygers feede, ingratefull dame, 
I fay, 

When as with teares I fu’de for grace, wouldft {mile and 
goe thy way. 

Now let mee laugh a while, I pray, to fee the[e] plungde 
in paine ; 

This is the falve to cure the fmart that thou art like to gaine. 
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For why the childe, but younge once burnt, the fierie flame 
doth dreed, 

So I, once bounde and now am free, will taft no lovers 
meed., 


the contemptuous lover, finding no grace where hee Saithfully 
Javoureth, acknowledgeth his former /corne, wfed toward 
love, to be the onely caufe of his miferies. 


In bondage as I live, attacht with Cupids mace, 

Exilde from joy, bereft of bliffe, paft hope of future grace, 
My felfe is judge, I do deferve 
Without reliefe in paine to fterve. 


I fmilde, when I was free, at thofe which fettred ware, 

But I (God wott) with beauties baite was caught in Cupids 
When leaft I thought of fuch a woe, [{nare, 
My choice in chaunge was fleating foe. 


But now with foaking fighes to one I fue for grace, 
Whofe prefence when I do approch, fhe ftraight doth 
shunne the place. 
My fight, my fighes, my teares nor truth, 
Her ftoanie heart can move to ruth. 


Yet love, that lives by hope, afresh enforfed mee to prove, 
With pen to pleade what bashfull tongue difmayed was to 
But loe in vaine to her I write, [move ; 
For love my gcuerdon is defpight. 
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I ferve a froward faint, a tigers whelpe I troe, 
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Shee fmiles to fee mee wade in fmart, her wish my wretched 


And yet in truth shee blamelefse is, 
My onely fault inforceth this. 


She is but inftrument, my felfe the very caufe, 


[ woe. 


Why I confume with cureles griefe for fcorning Cupids 


Wherefore (fith love is fworne my foe) 
Divorce mee, death, from lingring woe. 


And then for others heede this fillie boune I crave, 


[lawes : 


That I uppon my timeleffe tombe this epitaphe may have : 


The thing that caufde mee here to le 
Was fcorning love at libertze. 


fe TET CELONCTO RS 


For wantons heede heere wrayed is the thrall, 
Of loving wormes, how both they freefe and frie, 
How {weeteft thoughtes are fawft with bitter gall. 
How care them cloyes that live in jeloufie, 

What yll succeffe ftolne marriages enfue, 

How forft confentes field beare a loving hart, 
How fugred woordes to[o] late faire ladies rue, 
How vaine they ftrive that lovers feeke to part, 
How envious tongues are apt to fowe debate, 
How fancie bringes the ftouteft mindes in awe, 


PRA S es) 


144 Lipilogus. 


How lovers wrongde from love do fall to hate, 

How ramping rigges regard no modeft lawe. 

How lingring love doth oft miflyking move, 

How gallants giftes fond women oft allure, 

How pride and eafe preferre mens thoughtes to love, 
How lawleffe luft all mifchiefe puts in ure. 

How fcorneful dames (that fet mens futes at nought), 
Of fuch as ferv’d are glad to feeke reliefe, 

How loving thralles from fetters free are taught 

To fhunne the fnares that fnarled them in griefe. 
And to conclude, in every page is wrayde 

A lightning joy, a life of lacke is love, 

Who loveth leaft, which proves is beft appaide, 

For womens mindes as wether cockes will move. 
Wherefore thefe toyes, who lifte to read aright, 
Shall finde Loves woes; not how to love I write. 


FINIS. 


The Arbour of Vertue, 
A WORKE - CON TEI- 


ning the chaste and honourable life of 
a Bohemian Ladie: to the which rs adjoyned 


the complaint of two Hungarian 


Barons, that wagerd the fpoile 
of her Chattitie. 


Wherein ave the severall prayses 


of certaine Englifh Ladies and Gentlewomen ; 


being the tranflation, colleétion, and 
invention of George Whet- 
Stons Gent. 


Forme nulla fides. 


To the right Honourable and vertuous Lady, 
Fana Sibilla Greye, now of Welton, 
George Whetftons wifheth a 
longe and happie life. 


RIGHT honourable and vertuous Ladie, J find that our 
chiefeft and greateft incouragement unto vertue is to heare 
the memorte of the vertuous continued with the carefull re- 
portes of worthy writers; for that fuch teftimonte ts both a 
prefjident for our lives, and alfo forefhewes after death our 
James. Likewtfe it ts as neceffarie to regifter the lives of the 
leaude, that the terror of their punifhments and infamie may 
feare us to offend. So that moved with thefe confiderations 
(among a number my leafurable labours) I have faithfully 
(though not curioufty) tranflated the mode/t and noble life of 
a Boemian Lady, with the fall of two Hungarian barons, 
which unadvifedly wagered the fpoyle of her chaftitie. Which 
Simple toyle of mine, as a teftimonie of the reverent dutie I 
owe unto you (under the title of the Arbor of Vertue) J hum- 
bly prefent lo your Ladifhip, to the intent that, when you are 
wearted with the adifpatch of neceffarie cares and caufes, you 
may recreate your honourable minde with the mylde report of 
this Ladies good behaviours. Wholy affured that as you 
lively prefent her vertues, you wil likewife both defend her 
Jame, and my honeft indevour, with the countenaunce of 
your regarded name. From my lodging 
7 [lolborne, the 15 of O€to- 
OF; Sal57O: 


Your honours during life to difpofe. 
GEORGE WHETSTONS. 


Lhe Argument of the following discourse 
of Lady Barbaraes vertuous 


behaviours. 


A Boemian knight, named Ulrico, married a vertuous 
lady, called Barbara. Ulrico, being a little nipt with po- 
vertie, woulde faine have fupplyed his want by fervice in 
the warres, which adventure he long delayed through the 
jealous fufpicion of his wives behaviour: notwithftanding, 
his imaginations quieted by the direction of a cunning 
negromancer, named Pollacco, hee craved intertainment 
of the king of Hungarie : the king (vouchfafing his requeft) 
imployed him in the warres againft the Turke. The warres 
ended, Ulrico (laden with honour) returned unto the kings 
court, where one day the lord Alberto, the lord Udiflao, 
and he, reafoned of womens behaviours. The Hungarian 
barons helde opinion, there was no woman fo chafte but 
might be won to wantonneffe : Ulrico (in his ladies behalfe) 
reafoned to the contrarie. In the end, they grewe into this 
heate of argument, that both the lordes wagered their 
landes to his, that if he durft abyde the triall, that the one 
of them within two monethes woulde obtaine bodily de- 
light with his wife. Ulrico accepted of their lay, the wager 
beeing fet downe in writing: the king and queene were 
both witneffes of the match. Alberto gave the firft adven- 
ture in thefe loving affaires to winne her to wantonneffe. 
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The lady, finding his humour, by policies (as a theefe that 
fought to rob her honour) caufed him to be imprifoned ; 
where, to bridle his wanton affections, fhe made him to fpin 
for his victuals. Alberto (in hope of libertie) difcovered to 
the lady the whole wager, and how that the lord Udiflao 
would come about that enterprife; who in very deede 
fhortly vifited her caftle : whome she likewife made foorth 
comming, and in penaunce of his offence, hee reelde the 
thread Alberto fpon. The king and queene, hearing of their 
fucceffe, had the lady in high eftimation, awarded Ulrico 
the lande, and banished the barons for their flaunderous 
opinion. 


IDSYS SANA ORS ILO. Ta COI Isr 


As fupreme head of Hungarie a king there whileome reign‘d, 

Corvinus hight, whofe worthy force a worlde of praifes gain’d: 

What law and juftice once had made throgh rule he never 
broke ; 

He cherifht friendes, he chaft his foes with many a fturdy 
{troke. 

Ymov'd through zeale, with clattering armes he ftoupt S. 
Mahones pride, 

The Turkifh crue from Chriftian boundes he chaft on 
every fide. 

This noble prince unto his fpoufe a gallant lady chufde, 

A matrone in her mayden yeres, fuch modeftie fhe ufde: 

By whom fhe had three valliant fonnes, three vertuous 
daughters eake, 

Which worthy ympes, in wifdomes lore, did live without 
their like. 

Befides, with haps to heape his joyes, his fubjectes greede 
fo well, 

That foes could finde no hollow hearts againft him to rebell: 

As vaffell to which noble king there was a Boeme knight, 

A valiant and a ventrous lord, Ulrico was he hight. 

In prime of force he plyde the warres, his parents purfe 
toeale 

His parents dead, he home returnd his tenants pence to feafe. 

But fmall was left to pray upon: his aunceftours did defire 
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By dint of blade, not bagges of droffe, to honour to afpire. 

Which when Ulrico wifely wayde, and wanted on account, 

He bent him felfe, with haffard life, by fervice for to mount. 

But loe! by lot he hit in love; a wonder fmall to tell, 

Save that his ladies vertues did her beautie brave excell. 

Her portion yet (God wot) was fmall, yet all in wifdome lay, 

A dowrie little reackt upon, where churles doth beare afway ; 

But beautie here affection rayfde, then vertue friendfhip 
wrought, 

Thefe two conjoynd in feemely dame in love Ulrico brought. 

The earth (quoth he) is fure the Lords, the fruites thereof 
his wracke, 

And may it be, the begger then fhall clawe his fervants 
backe? 

O no! no wight as yet hath feene the righteous begge his 
breade, 

Although the lewd through foule offence are often nipt 
with neade: 

And if I fhould for gaine (quoth he) unto fome wanton bend, 

Which venter into Cornewall would her honeftie to fend, 

Ulrico (hapleffe) then fhould be a common fcorne of men, 

Delight to dole, from pleafure paine fhould chaunge his 
fortunes then. 

To fwimme in wealth he meanes not fo to haffard his 
delight : 

He fomewhat hath, and more may get by manhood and 
by might. 

Thy choife, if once thou winft thy choife, in fpight of For- 
tunes wracke, 

Will fave what thy adventures gaines for to relieve thy lacke. 

Then maift thou live in forreine foyle, without a jealous 

braine, 
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Then maift thou tafte, at thy returne, fweete pleafure for 
thy paine. 

Why ftandft thou then amafde (quoth he), thy honeft fuite 
to move? 

The filent man, the proverbe fayth, hath fildome hap in love; 

Confeffe that conftant long thou liv’dft y linckt in beauties 
bandes, 

And challenge freedome for thy truth at thy fweete maif- 
treffe handes. 

This wayd, Ulrico hies in hafte whereas his lady lives, 

And there her friends in her behalfe him intertainment gives. 

As time did ferve he fhewd his zeale unto his only joy: 

She likte his words, but more him felfe, how fo fhe 
feemed coy: 

His gallant fhape, his vertues {traunge, his honour never 
{tainde, 

His truth once knowne, the truth to tell, her love had 
foone obtainde, 

And quickly eake, with friendes confent, them Junoes rites 
doth glad: 

He had his will, and she her wish, and what would more 
be had? 

The nuptiall feaftes yfinished, Ulrico with his dame 

Bids friends adewe, to caftle his they do their journey frame, 

Where one doth rayfe the others joy, one rids the others care, 

And thus, contented with their choice, in joy their dayes 
they weare, 

Till neede at length Ulrico nips, who was in fpending free : 

His rents but fmall, thefe two accounts will hardly well 
agree ; 

And yet to poll his tenants poore his honeft mynde doth 

oreave, 
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What then, he faine would ferve his leage, but loth his wife 


to leave. 

See here how paffing love is apt to rayfe a jealous feare 

Withouten caufe, we fo do dread the thing we hold full 
deare. 

Ulricos mynd defpifeth want, yet dreads to feeke reliefe 

In abfence, leaft his ladyes chaunge fhould worke his 
greater griefe. 

And thus in filence long he mournes, and ebs his joyes 
with woe, 

Till fecrete fighes and heavie lookes his inward harmes 
forefhewe : 

Which haply when his fpoufe efpide, to cleare his cloudes 
of {care, 

Sweete heart (quoth fhe) unto thy wife thy hidden for- 
rowes fhare, 

So fhall thy cares abridged be, fo thall I knowe thy mynde, 

And haply in my counfell thou fome comforte fweete 
maift finde. 

Thefe words Ulrico likte fo well, as ftraight he tels the truth, 

Of prefent want, of meane to wealth, in order as infu’th. 

Mine owne (quoth he) you know my ftate, or prefent lacke 
withall, 

Our charge is great, our myndes are high, our living: is 
but {mall ; : 

Of force we muft our braverie leave, or feeke fome way 
of gaine, 

And vayling to the valliant mynde is fure a matchleffe 
paine. 

This is the meane to mend our want: to ferve my fove- 

reine leave, 
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Who now is bent with might and maine the Turke for 
to befiege : 

Thofe warres, ere this, I well havetryde, under Ci[ci]lia Count, 

Thofe warres, I truft, fhal force thy feare with wealth and 
fame to mount. 

But ah! (aye me) I loth, yet would unfolde what makes 
me ftay ; 

But fith, fweete wench, love is the caufe, allowe what I 
fhall fay. 

Long wifht, at length I won thy love, O gem of al my joy ! 

As loth Iam to leave thee now, leaft abfence make thee coy: 

I call to mynd fayre Helens moode, who trudg’d with 
Trojan knight, 

When as her lord was forft from home with forreine foes 
to fight. 

The ruffling rout at Ithaca, Ulyffes farre from home, 

Doth force a thoufand fearefull thoughts within my head 
COLOME: 

Then Penelopes conftancie this dread would gladly weare, 

She plafte alone, without her leake, afrefh doth raife 
my feare. 

The fpeach of womans meekeneffe eake, my thoughtes 
doth run among, 

And ftraight my thinkes I motions heare, that do Ulrico 
wrong : 

In mynd I viewe what batterie is again{t thy beautie bent, 

In thought I fee what fharpe affaults in fugred wordes 
Are tents 

What feareleffe othes, what careleffe vowes, do flee to foyle 
thy fame, 

In fine thou forft, with yealding will, doth blot thy name 

with blame. ms 
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Then rage I ftraight, the[e] (harmleffe) gainft, as thogh thefe 
toyes were true, 

And ftraight I checke thofe raunging thoughts with reafon 
that infue. 

Ulrico, fye! why wrongs thy wife fo fouly with miftruft, 

Whom hitherto thou couldft not finde in worde or deede 
unjuft ? 

Whofe modeftie thou feeft abhorres with rufflers for to prate, 

To fave thy wealth whofe mynd to worke gives wanton 
youth the mate, 

Whofe life with foule and leaude offence report could 
never {pot ; 

What caufe haft thou, Ulrico, then, her fame with feare 
to blot ? 

To breake this brall, faire Barbara (fo was this lady namde) 

With prettie nippes, with pardon mixt, this anfwere foorth- 
with framde. 

Well fayde (quoth fhe) firft faine you feare, to free my 
fhrewd miftruft 

That choife and chaunge in wanton court wil make you 
prove unjutft ; 

But fimple I accept your fhewe, and faith I truft to finde, 

But to my lord, if fo he pleafe, I yet will fhewe my minde, 

I long ere this have wayde our want, and thought on 
meanes of gaine, 

And fure I fawe the way for wealth was as you did explaine : 

Yet durft I not unfolde the fame unto my loving lord, 

Before his words forethewd his thoughts with mine did 
wel accord. 

By fervice you fhall credite winne, by fervice likewife fame, 

By fervice you fhall riches reape as you deferve the fame: 
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By fervice, favour with our prince, acquaintance in the court, 

You fure fhall finde: flacke not thefe helpes, your wife doth 
you exhort. 

If God with children bleffe our life, their youth from 
vices freed, 

Your credite after in the court will ftand them in fome 
{teede, 

And in your abfence I fo well will to your caufes fee, 

As you fhall have reliefe abroade, fufficient left for mee : 

Veavfure,-to brave it withthe belt; yet- live within our 
boundes, 

Such fkyll I have to moft avayle to rate and rent our 


eroundes ; 
And knowe you once, my heart is high, if living there to 
{tretch, 


Yet ftoupe I will to pleafe my lord, to live as rents will retch. 

And thus, Ulrico, doeft thou heare what thy poore wife 
can fay, 

In wealth, in want, abroade, at home, thy will fhe will obay. 

Whofe modeft tale Ulrico heard with patience to the end, 

And fayd, to ufe her found advife long earft his thought 
did tend: 

And now Iam refolv’d (quoth he) the warres, fweete wife, 
to ply, 

Let worft betyde that may befall, I fure with fame fhall dye. 

Yet ere I go, my friends shall know my mynd and ftate 
at large, 

But of my lande, my houfe and goods, none shall but you 
have charge. 

And in this moode from friend to friend fo long he did 

refort, 
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That at the length Pollaccos {kill he heard by fonde report, 

Of whome was fayd, by fecrete arte he could fuch won- 
ders doe, 

As none could worke an acte in thought, but he the fame 
would shoe: 

He could informe the loving worme if his faire ladie fainde, 

Or if she lov’d, yea, if she had her honour ever ftainde ; 

For ramping rigges to Venus joyes their nature proane 
that feales, 

He could worke meanes of fport without a tympanie with 
heales. 

Strange charmes he had to force them love, that late to hate 
were bent ; 

He could foretell what hap, what harme, the heavens to us 
ment, 

With thoufand fleights of hidden {kill which I omit to write. 

Yet turne I to Ulricos thought, when rumour did recite 

Pallaccos learning thus at large, who fayed in his mynde, 

To free my jealous head from feare a meane now shall I 
finde. 

Pollaccos knowes if that my wife her felfe will faithfull thewe, 

Or if she doth her honour ftaine, I abfent, yea or no. 

If in this journey fhe be juft, then dread for aye adue ; 

If she be falfe, I fellowes have whofe wives are found untrue: 

Once feare yet frets my hart as fore, as if fuch fault were 
wayde. 

With that Ulrico poftes with fpeede to crave Pollaccos ayde, 

And comming to his homely houfe he doth Pollacco Breete, 

And craves to fpeake a worde with him where he should 
thinke it meete. 

They both unto a garden walke, and thus Ulrico fayde :— 
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Your fpeciall giftes in fecrete artes, to me of late bewrayde, 

Compels me now (Pollacco friend) to crave your friendly 
might : 7 

My fute is fmall, and yet be fure great gaine your paine shall 
quite. 

In what I can, Pollacco fayd, I reft at your commaund. 

Then ufe your arte (quoth he) I pray, to graunt this poore 


demaund. 
Truth is, I meane with fpeede to ferve my fovereigne in the 
wares, 


Yet jealous thoughts, I wot not why, with this accorde ftill 
jarres. 

Sometime my ladies zeale in shewe doth banish dread with 
hope, 

But ftraight againe miftruft doth give to fearefull fancies 
Leope:; 

And thus, to naught avayle, I weare my golden time in woe, 

Such is the force of paffing love to feare for every fhowe. 

But now, Pollacco, to my fuite: by arte I crave to knowe, 

In abfence mine, if that my wife be faithfull, yea or no? 

Let worft betide, yet fo I fhall my dread exile (quoth he) 

Such feates you can, and therefore nowe let will with {kill 
agree. 

Pollacco, mafde to heare this tale, to this effect replyde, 

a havdetence to her fchollers yet fuch fecretes had’ denyde; 

And how should I diffolve this doubt that learned judges 
dread, 

Conceive the beft, ne wronge the worft, faunce knowledge 
of the dead : 

Andtherefore, Syr Ulrico,ceafe: your fuitefurmounts my {kill 

What fo (quoth he) of {kill befalles, graunt but agreeing will. 
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Whereon Pollacco thus replyde: fith nyceneffe will not ferve, 

I graunt I know by arte this a@te, but ufe from lawe doth 
{werve. 

Yet breach of lawe I hazarde will, to free Ulricos dout. 

Stay here (quoth he); toworke this feate I will now go about. 

Anon he comes, with picture framde much like Ulricos wife: 

So long (quoth he) this forme keepes faire fhe lives an 
honett life ; 

If yellowe, tempted then she is; if blacke, with merrie gayles 

Unto the Cornifh mount, god buoy, in haft her honour fayles. 

This knowne (appayd) Ulrico fayd, in hope thy words are 
true, 

Holde here thy hyre; my hart is eafde, and fo, good friend, 
adue. 

Away he goes, and to his wife his houfehold charge commits, 

Which done, while winde and whether ferv’d, unto the feas 
he gets. 

Such fpeede he made, as foone he at Albe Regale lands, 

The king there lay, Ulricos fuite who fhortly underftands, 

And gladly intertained him, yea, gave him pay in peace, 

Which grace when foes inforft in fight did double force in- 
creafe ; 

As proofeere longappeared plaine. TheTurkebeganto {turre, 

Which caufde the king to cry alar’m, to chafe this graceleffe ’ 
curre. 7 

The valliant wightes, in armour dight, their forward myndes 
do thewe, 

Each thing prepard for fouldiers ufe, to warres thefe gallants 
goe. 

Muftapha Bafca had the charge of all the princes power, 

Ulrico was his Colonel, preferd in happie houre, 
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Poft hafte they made, untill they came within their enemies 
fight, 

Then, buftling to their bloudy tooles, they fhewe good willes 
to fight. 

At trumpets found the horfemen fling, the shot to fkyrmith 
fall, 

The archers, with their feathered darts, both horfe and man 
doth gall. 

The furie of the forward wightes to handie ftroakes them 
bring: 

Here houlbards hewe, there bloudy fwords, on battered tar- 
cets fing. 

Som faint with wounds, som flee for feare, fom fight to fave 
their friend ; 

Thus eyther fide king Harrie knockes both doth receive 
and lend. 

The battell long continued hote, each would faine victor bee, 

But to be short, for all their force, in fine the Mahounes flee. 

The Turke his pryde abated well, and all things quiet made, 

Muftapha Bafca and his charge returned with honour lade. 

The ladies nowe (with many a kyffe) receive the fovereine 
lords, 

And every man to fee his friend a duon venu affordes. 

In court there doth notriumphwantthefecaptaines todelight, 

At juftes fome ufe their force in fport that late did fiercely 
fight ; 

Some makes report of wreakefull warres, the bliffe, and eake 
the bale, 

Some loytrers in their ladies lappes doth tell a wanton tale: 

Some have an ore in others boate, fome colours do expound, 

And fome doth note their heavie lookes whom Cupides 

dart did wound. 
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Syr Ulrico, among this crue, fome exercife did ufe, 

To whome at length Aberto fayde, Syr knyght, I can but 
mufe 

That you that have a ladie faire, two yeares from her have 
{tayde: 

You knowe a womans force (God wot) a long is eafily layde, 

You knowe that love, with leafure joynde, makes wantons to 
be bolde. 

She hath her will, health, wealth, and eafe, fhe rules and not 
contrould : 

With all thefe helpes fhe fure will with to tafte fome wanton 
Joy ; 

Then if fhe have her with at will, thinke you the will be coy? 

Whereto Ulrico thus replyde: I anfwere not for all ; 

But fure my wife will conftant be, what fortune fo befall. 

She is no gadder farre from home, fhe helpes not beauties 
blafe, 

Her words and workes are modeft both, fhe gives no youthes 
the gafe: 

With honeft exercifes ftill fhe fancies fonde preventes, 

To heare my good fucceffe abroade her carefull mynde 
contents, 

Syr knyght, quoth Udiflao then, fince fo you love your wife, 

Bethrewe me, if that my reply do fowe fedicious ftrife. 

You have enough, what would you more? let others have a 
{natch. 

Alberto fayde: Will he or nill, fhe would in corners catch. 

And to be short, both lordes affirme, that ladie liveth not, 

If that a wife and valiant knight her honour can not blot. 

Ulrico did deny it flat, they ftill affirmd it true, 

And thus they pleade, untill the queene their controverfie 

knewe : 
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Who for that thefe barons fo wrought a flaunder to her fe, 
Their foolifh, rash, and judgement falfe fhe fharply did 


detect. 

Alberto (fuming at this cheacke) this anfwere made the 
queene. 

Not for to move your grace to wrath our argument hath 
beene; 


Yet if Ulrico like the match, my lande to his I lay, 

How that, ere twice the moone hath caft her horned head 
away, 

I battell will his browes fowell,as hornes thereon shall growe, 

Provided that his wife afore the wager doth not knowe: 

And further, if I win her love, his ladie fo he ufe, 

As if that she her honour did in no refpect abufe. 

The yong lord Udiflao would the felf fame wager try. 

Ulrico armde him felfe to take their proffers by and by: 

Indentures to affure this match ingroffed were in hafte, 

The covenants as beforeexpreft were in the perchment plafte. 

The king and queene gave free confent the wager should be 
laid, 

Th’ indentures feald by either part, and all things fure are 
made, 

It was agreed Alberto should the battering tyre lay; 

If lady Barbara did refift, Udiflao should affay 

With sharpe affault of wanton wordes to batter downe her 
praife. 

If two monethes shee could make defence thefe lords their 
fiege should raife, 

And lofe their living for their hire, which fmal mifliking 
breedes. 

See, fee, the fonde effectes of hope! Alberto forward fpeedes, 
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And fpies in fine the caftle walles wherein this lady lay: 

Who fafe arrived at his inn, ftreight chaungde his riding ray, 

And clothd a newe, as pleafd his minde, it was not longe 
eLerger 

To fee Ulricos caftle hyde, his heartes delight to fee. 

To purchafe welcome firft he tould Ulricos happie ftate, 

And, having caufes in thofe coaftes, hee durft not paffe 
his gate, 

Before hee had to her his wife thofe welcome tidings fhard, 

To finde occafion to returne how fhee, his lady, fard. 

Dame Barbara (joyfull of thefe newes) requefted him to take 

In worth fuch intertainment as her power was to make. 

The lord Alberto made no bones to be his ladies guett, 

But like a courtier brave and bould vouchfafed her requett : 

Till fupper time with honeft talke fhee wifely held him 
tacke, 

When fupp hee fhould, of daintie fare fhee faw he had 
no lacke. 

Alberto (feafted like a prince) prickt forth with pleafaunt 
braine, 

Affayed many times to fall into fome loving vaine ; 

Dame Barbara, though faine fhee would have broke this 
boteleffe prattle, 

Leaft he fhould thinke his welcome heard did hould him 
tacke in tatle, 

Which courtefie he conftrued thus: The dame that is content 

Lo liften to a tale of love, to love will foone confent : 

Forgetting how of force they muft fome fuch difcourfes 
heare, 

Or to to coy, their friends forfake, which manners will not 
beare. 

But leave I that: Alberto thought his match was meetely fure, 
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And ftill to ftoupe this modeft dame hee threw his wan- 
ton lure: 

Hee flattering queftions moved oft, fhee pretily anfwerde all; 

At length, into his loving fute hee foberly did fall. 

And with a fighe, Deare dame (quoth hee) admitt my faith- 
full zeale, 

Who forft through love, muft needs unfould that faine I 
would conceale. 

Your beautie, birth and comely fhape, report fo hie hath 
prifde, 

That, trust mee, as I heard you namd, in thought I thus 
furmifde : 

This lady ftaynes fyr Paris rape, in face, in forme and hew, 

And as hee lov’d through brute of fame, fo I in faith do you ; 

And try who lift, love wounds fo fore, if hee empayreth 
health, 

His thralles can hardly be reftord by reafon, witt, or wealth. 

Their fovereignes grace mutt be their falve, naught elfe can 
work their reft, 

Unleffethey will abridge their dayes, of both the bads the beft. 

I love, I graunt, beyond my reach, for to recant I {trive, 

But love I muift, and loth I am to live and die alive. 

My helpe is on my felfe that I untimely murther try, 

My woes confent, yet have I vowde in your fweete fight 
to die. 

Defpaire hath fped me to this place, my forrowes to appeafe: 

My tale is tould, you knowe my trueth; preferve mee if 
you pleafe. 

This loving zeale, fo fharpely fhowne, did ftrike the 
lady mute: 

Her anfwere now was farre to feeke, {hee hated fo his fute. 
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Alberto, that did note this chaunge, in wordes, in lookes 
and all, 

Thought how his fhape and friendly fhoes had brought her 
hart in thrall ; 

And therefore to untie her tongue, hee flily ftole a kiffe. 

She litle faid, and yet fhe thought there was no woe to this, 

And as {hee mufde, fhee found a meane his follies to reprove, 

And yet the feate muft needes be wrought with fained 
shewe of love ; 

Which shee fo finely counterfets, as if shee lov’de in deede, 

Or that her caufe of {traungenes late of paffion did proceede. 

Alberto, thus advaunft with hope, afresh now pleades 
for ruth, 

She ftands not greatly on his fute, but falls to faine 
his truth. 

The knight (by proofe of pleafures paft) when she this 
iffue tooke, 

Thought fure with fugred wordes she had devoured Cupids 
hooke; 

And (as he thought) to free fufpect for othes he fpared not, 

That neither chaunge, or any chaunce, should him with 
falfehood blot. 

Fewe wordes to wafte, she faind at length shee was content 
to love, 

And pointed botha time and place a pleafaunt taft to prove. 

But leaft by abfence from your inn, quoth she, fufpicion grow, 

IT nowebequeath you to your eafe; when to returne you know. 

Alberto, lour'd with thoughtes of joy, unto his lodging goes, 

Who thinkes eche houre a yeare till that the morrowe 
morning shoes. 

Well, yet at length the houre came that flattered him 

with grace, 
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Who all too haftie hide him felfe to his appointed place. 

Arrived there, a pretie minx (directed wel before) 

Unto a lodging brought this lord, and locked faft the dore. 

When he was fafe, awaye fhe went, for joy Alberto hopt, 

But fee, a chaunge! too late he fpyde he was in prifon popt. 

The windowes made of yron barres, the walles of {tone 
and clay, 

A bed he found, but farre unfit he thought fer Venus play. 

Is this a place of joy? (quoth he) O no! I am betrayde. 

He had no fooner fpake thefe words, but came faire Bar- 
baras mayde, 

Who at a grate Alberto calles, to whom fhe ufde thefe 


words : 

This is the courtefie, fyr knight (quoth fhe), my ladie you 
affordes. 

Firft, like a theefe fith that you fought to rob her of 
her fame, 


She hath in prifon layde you faft, your lawleffe love to tame: 

And further (to allay your heate) unleffe you daily fpinne 

This diftaffe laden full of flaxe, your fare will be but thinne. 

This fayd, the diftaffe in she throwes, and bad him thus 
adieu : 

My tale is tolde, you knowe your tafke, nowe worke as 
pleafeth you. 

Alberto, at thefe forrie newes ftraight to this choller waxe. 

Shall I from martiall exercife fall nowe a fpinning flaxe ? 

Shall I that liv’d at libertie, in prifon thus be pend? 

Shall I be fys’d of meate and drinke, that late fo much did 
fpend ? 

And shall a ladie foyle me thus whofe hart the ftouteft 

quaild ? 
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There with he ftrove to breake the doores, but fmall his 
force availd. 

His griefe but greene, with termes of hate he blam’d this 
ladie oft, 

And fupperleffe fo went to bed, which was not very foft ; 

But in refpeét of other plagues, he thought the hardneffe 
{mall, 

Who tyred with tormenting thoughts, a fleepe did quickly 
fall. 

When he had fleapt the night away, and cares digefted well, 

Sharpe hunger fo affayld this lord as he to {pinning fell: 

His goutie and yll fhapen thredes fo moved him to {myle, 

That well he likt the exercife, his forrowes to beguile. 

At dinner time dame Barbaras mayde was to Alberto fent, 

To fhare his lowance like his worke, to whome this courtoll 
went, 

And rudely calles to fee the yarne he had that morning 
fponne: 

Alberto (eger of his meate) deliverd what was donne. 

By Saint Marie (quoth this queane) your hufwiverie is good; 

And after fhe had frumpt him well, the fetcht his forrie foode. 

“A weeke or more, thefe hungrie meales in worth Alberto 
tooke, 

In hope of grace, which came fo flowe as he his hope forfooke. 

See yet defire of libertie, fee nowe the fruites of neede, 

See here how theeves their fellowes peche, fee, fee, how hope 
doth feede! 

Alberto for dame Barbara fendes, to whom he fhewes at 
large 

The wanton wager, words, and workes, as I have given in 

charge, 
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»? 
Which ftraunge difcourfe the ladie did into a wonder ftrike. 


Oh God! (quoth fhe) what caufe give I, men fhould fufpe& 
my life? 

I never clim’d beyonde my reach, I am a loving wife ; 

And comes there yet another lord, that would my vertues 
{taine ? 

Well, let him come, he shall abide hard penance for his paine. 

This fayde, fhe wild the gaylor fee Alberto fpinne apace. 

His newes thus recompenced were; whome nowe I leave a 
{pace, 


And how that Udiflao would, ere long, attempt the like: 


To fhewe what rumor in the court in every corner roung, 
Some fay Albertos joyes were fuch, as loth to part he foung. 
Ulrico oft his image viewd, to fee what hue it bare, 
And all the while it yellowe feemd he liv’d in perilous feare ; 
But when it turnd to white againe, what fo the courtiers fay, 
He knew Alberto had the foyle, and he had won the day. 
The other competitor thought his fellowes joyes too great, 
So that to have a fhare with him, he pofted till he fweate, 
And pofting thus he at the length Ulricos caftle fpyde, 
And making then more hafte then fpeede, pofthafte he 
thether hyde ; 
Who fafe arrivd where he did wifh, to make his welcome 
more, 
He had an errant readie ftampt, yea two or three, in ftore. 
He firft commended tothisdame her husbandes happiehealth, 
His fpeciall credite with his prince, his fame and heapes of 
wealth, 
And how on caufes of his owne, into thefe coaftes he came, 
And how he heard in happie time his friend Ulricos name; 
And alfo how not farre from thence did dwell his ladie faire, 
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And how he, bounde by courtefie, to fee her did repaire. 

The ladie fmiled in her mynde to heare this currant fcufe, 

And yet, diffembling what the thought, fhe friendly did him 
ufe. 

Yea, courteoufly she crav’d he would his caufes yet adjourne, 

And at his friend Ulricos houfe with her awhile fojourne. 

Her gentle offer to accept this lord was nothing nice, 

And yet, ere longe, her curtefie he bought at too hie price. 

Well, both (contented, as it feemd) into the caftle foe, 

Where, as faire Barbara glads her friend with welcomes 
great in shoe: 

She talkt, she walkt, shee fatt, she {toode, as likt this 
gallant beft, 

Yea, many a ftraunge difcourfe did paffe betweene her and 
Heroucit: 

In fine, to towle this lord in love, a fighing shee began, 

And afked how Alberto farde, as if she lov’de the man. 

The lord Udiflao did take this motion in good part, 

Who fmyld and faid, in fecrete thought, Alberto had her 
heart : 

And for to {trike her in a mafe, quoth hee, I wott not well, 

Since laft he vew’d thefe countrye coftes where as my 
frend doth dwel. 

Faire Barbara, as though she feard, this lords welfare did 
faine ; . 

And is hee not (quoth shee) returnde unto your court 
againe ? 

This lure thus throwne, to worke fome hope in Udiflaos 
Dreatt. 

The lady broke the prattle off, and fell to feaft her cueft. 

The lufty Hungarian lord likt well her kindnes showne, 
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Yet ftill he for advauntage ftayde, to make his paffions 
knowne, 

Whofe fubtiltie, when shee efpide, timbolden him the more, 

Againft her will, her eyes did feeme more wanton then 
Ol yore; 

And trained thus to treade of love, at length his tongue 
found fcope; 

She made it nice, yet not fo ftraunge, but he might feede 


on hope. 

Hee feeding ftill on showe of grace was loth to leave 
the feeld, 

She faring as shee likt his talke by peece meales gan 
to yeeld. 


In fine, she fainde how that his fute had wonne her to agree, 

And how shee would fometime that night her lovers lodg- 
inewiee:: 

Untill which time this frolicke lord committed her a dieu, 

A fainde good night shee likewife gave, and wild her fer- 
vaunts shoe 

Him where he should that night be lodgde ; whofe lodging 
was prepard 

Next chamber to the prifon where Alberto hardly farde. 

Well, Udiflao went to bedde, full fraught with fecrete joy, 

And ftill he lookt when his faire dame would kepe her 


promife foy ; 

But all in vaine he gapt for grace, she glad fhe had him 
catcht. 

Yet fee the fond conceites in love! in hope the night he 
watcit, 


He hard no noyfe, no moufe could fteare, but ftreight in 
thought he fmild: 
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O welcome, lady! (quoth his heart) but when hewas beguild, 

He Sopor blamd for charging her with to much drowfie 
fleepe, 

But of his faultes and wager fond at all he tooke no keepe. 

Wel, al this night, with fancies toft, no fleepe lodgde in 
his breaft, 

When morning came this comfort came to fet his heart 
atebelte: 

Dame Barbaras mayde brought him a reele, and yearne 
A lbertormade= 

She tould him he fhould reele the fame, for that he had 
affaide 

To robbe her lady of good fame, to her then life more deare : 

If he refufde to doe his tafke, he fhould have forrie cheare. 

Loke you for neither meate nor drinke, before your worke 
be donne ; 

And fyr (quoth fhee) t’ incourage you, the thread Alberto 
fponne: 

Hee is your neighbour; fare you well, I can no longer ftay. 

Thefe forrie newes Udiflao nie out of his wittes did fray : 

Alberto toke his pennaunce ill, but he did tenne times worfe ; 

Hee rag’d, he rav’d, the ladies fcorne, himfelfe, and all 
did curfe, 

But what for that ? how fo he did himfelfe agreeved feele, 

One of thefe evills hee needes muft chufe, to fterve or elfe 
fogtecta: 

And of both bads the beft he chufde: in fine to worke 
he fell; 

His rafh attempt had this fucceffe, which he deferved well. 

Nowe that this vertuous dame hath gott the conqueft 

of her foes, 
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Thefe lordinges pennannce for their pride fhe to their fer- 
vants fhoes ; 

In whofe behalfe, her bountie here, I muft of force 
commende : 

They wanted not for daintie fare, how fo they faft were pend. 

Thefe barons men (at libertie) ftreight pofted to the court, 

And of their lords imprifonment there make, they large 
report. 

Thefe newes of note about the court went flinging every 
where, 

So longe as both the king and queene thefe gallants for- 
tunes heare. 

The king, to learne the certaine truth, to Lady Barbara fent 

His chauncelour, and other lords, where as they found 
faft pent 

Lord Alberto and Udiflao, Alberto fpinning thread, 

And Udiflao reeling it, with fretting well nie dead. 

The lady fhewde the newe come lords the matter all 
and fome, 

And how to tame their lawleffe love the barons did 
this dome. 

The chauncelor what earft is {cowne returned to the king, 

Whofe pleafure was he fhould with him with fpeede both 
parties bring. 

They all arrived at the court, the king judg'd out of hand, 

Ulrico had the wager wonne, and he fhould have the land. 

And more againft the fpoiled lords with juftice to perfever, 

In penaunce of their lavifh tongues they were exilde 
for ever. 


Faire Barbara, for foyling them, did to her honour mount: 
She was the chiefe about the qucene in credite and account. 
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Whereas fhe lived many dayes, and helde her with at will, 
Nowe being deade, in worthy fame, her vertues liveth ftill. 


Virefcit vulnere virtus. 


Lhe complaint of the Lorde Alberto and Udiflao, the two 
flungarian barons, that unadvifedly wagered their land 
to winne the vertuous Ladie Barbara to wanton- 
nefje: who having the foyle (befides the loffe of 
their livings) for their flaunderous opi- 
nions were condemned to perpetuall 
extle, 


Come, gallants, come, by both our falles take heede 2 
With our fonde faults you moft infected are: 

You worke more wrong in flaunder then in deede, 
And yet in deede your flatterie worketh {care. 
Learne, learne by us, too lavith fpeach to {pare ; 
Large offers though faire ladies ofte intice, 

Thinke there be dames that wil not vaile to vice. 


Firft mende your owne, ere others faults you blame ; 
See that your life before you teach you trie ; 

Plucke out the beame that blindes your fighte with fhame, 
So may you finde a moate in others eye: 

What yet you note reprove not openly. 

Obferve this courfe, heare, fee, and fay the beft, 

For lavifh words procureth much unreft, 


Had we but wayde that halfe experience fhewes, 
We might have liv’d in honour, as of yore, 
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The want we waile, and warne you by our woes, 
The leaft of which your hearts would much abhorre ; 
For what may be, then this a mifchiefe more? — 
Once luftie lords, now prifd at loweft rate, 

And free men borne, to live in banifht ftate. 


What noble mynde, whofe hands could weapons ufe, 
Would brooke his handes fhould eyther reele or {pinne ? 
To feede on cruftes what foole would not refufe, 

Whofe courfeft fare a meffe of meate hath bin? 

In this diftreffe perforce we lived in, 

Too hard a plague, fay you, for fault fo {mall : 

We thinke not fo that have indurd the thrall. 


For who at full may value honeft fame? 

Whofe wound fo deepe as his that flaunders carvd ? 

Our flaundrous thoughts fufpected every dame, 

Our flaundrous toungs fayd all from vertue fwarvwd ; 
For which exile we worthily defarv’d. 

She ufde us well (whofe praife we fought to {poyle) 

In hufwives trades for meate to make us moyle. 


Our lande we loft, by lawe and wager both, 

He wonne it well that ventured for the fame, 
But worfe then thefe (the which to fhewe I loth) 
Our follies leave a memorie of shame, 

Unto us both a corfive to our name. 

Well, what is pafte too late we call againe, 
Sufficeth nowe we warne with proofe of paine. 


And knowe ye firft, what raifd this flaundrous thought : 
Forfooth our lives in loytring daliance fpent, 
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We other doomde by faults that they had wrought, 
And joynd with this their fpoyles by fonde confent, 
Which yealded bound vnto our loving bent, 

Did make us thinke, at every wanton whoope 

To lures of love a ladie faire would {toope. 


What yet we thought our toungs did fore recoyle, 
In flaundring them our lives for to accufe, 

For who fo vaunts of any loving fpoyle, 
Confeffeth howe him felfe he doth abufe, 

The greateft vice that worthy mynds may ufe. 
Defervfng wel, their worth who should not praife ; 
Deferving ill, much leffe a thoufand wayes, 


Oh ftay we here! what meaneth our advife, 

When we, God wot, fo much of counfell neede ? 

And how againe {hall we unhappie rife ? 

Alberto fpeake, what way fhall we proceede ? 

And art thou mute? Udiflaoes hart doth bleede, 

Oh (men forlorne) how wretched is our {tate, 

Whome heaven and earth oppreffe with heapes of hate! 


Who will efteeme our manhoode and our might, 
By ladies force to carde, to fpinne, and reele ? 
Where fo we live all women will us {pight, 

And caufe they have with fuch difdaine to deale, 
Yet plagues ynow we elfe in penance feele. 

O flaunder! thou on us thefe [ills] hafte brought, 
Foule fall the caufe thou harboredft in our thought! 


Had wretched we for treafon banifht bin, 
Some would have ru’de our miferie and mone, 
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But flaundrous fpeach is fuch a hatefull finne, 

As flaunders falls lamented are of none: 
In bookes of shame their faults are rolld alone, 
Their names are fcornd, their prefence ten times more; 
All filthy vice that all men thus abhore. 


This refteth, then, for us unhappie men, 

To leade our lives in houltes and uncouth woods, 
A hollowe cave, to make our homely den, 

To foyle hunger with apples, hawes, and buds ; 
For nobles borne, God wot, but forrie foodes. 
There we, poore we, muft rue our harmes alone, 
Or monfters make companions in our mone. 


O friendly death! our worldly farewell give, 

From hated fleshe our loathed life divorce. 

Spare them, good death, the which in pleafure live, 
And ufe at once on us thy matchleffe force ; 

To thee alone our woes fues for remorce, 

When ali is done our helpe remaines in thee: 
Then {trike with fpeede our forrowes for to free. 


In pratfe of the right A, the Ladie I. S. G. of Wilton. 


Where love affects, or flatterie forgeth praife, 
There fayles no will faire ladies fames to wray ; 
But art I lacke fuch parciall notes to raife, 
Truth guardes the checke in what I write or fay, 
And warded thus, when all their wit is showne, 
I boldly vaunt (although in barren verfe) 

This ladie ftaines, their ladies everie one, 
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She shewes in workes what they in wordes rehearfe : 
Paft natures reach (a gift in great imprife) 

Her faultleffe life puts flaunder to his shifts, 

And yet fhe hath what nature could devife 

To fet a gloffe upon her gallant gifts ; 

Befides all this, fhe hath fuch fortune lent, 

As both commends, and doth her felfe content. 


In pravfe of my L. E.R. 


The pearles of praife that decke a noble dame, 
Exceede the price of any juellers showe, 

Yea, beauties gifts are but a gloffe of fame, 

In vertues foyle thefe precious juels growe, 

And that the dame, whome I do here commend, 
Hath ftore of both my able proofe attend. 


A paffing wit is lodged in her head, 

The which is deckt with haires of golden hewe, 
Her modeft eyes are fild with gafes lead, 

And yet they ftaine bright diamonds in viewe ; 
Her words of worth doth win her toung fuch praife, 
As when she f{peakes the wifeft filent ftayes. 


Befides her fhape, which fightly is in fhowe, 
Her mynd is with thefe noble gifts poffeft, 
Her bountie doth beyond her beautie goe, 
A care fhe hath to eafe the thrall diftreft : 
Thus is fhe deckt, and this is fhe, I fay, 
That weares and beares thefe pearles of praife away. 
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In pravfe of my L. Cecil of Burleigh. 


The cruell warres that Nature long did move, 
By force to plucke good vertue from her throne, 
Appeafd in peace, to fhewe the fruits of love, 
Of precious mould, kynde faults to worke anon, 
And having shapt this feemely dame of clay, 
For vertues helpe she fent her ftraight away. 


When vertue viewd dame Natures worthy fkill, 
With great delight fhe kift this ladies face, 

And then (to shewe that Nature wisht her will) 

She pofted to her treafure houfe of grace, 

Her golden shewes, where she, good ladie, fpoyles 
To decke this dame: thus was she both their toyles. 


And with thefe gifts into the world she came, 
Whereas she doth in worthy credite reft ; 

Yea, fure her life fo beautifieth her name, 

As envie graunts (who fildome fayes the beft) 

Her wit, her weedes, her words, her workes and all 
So modeft are, as flaunder yealdes her thrall. 


In pratfe of Matftreffe M. H, now Bridges. 


Beautie with brags of late wild vertue yeald her thrall, 


- But foone the Gods, to ftay their ftrife, a parlement did call, 


And fame with thundring tromp was wild their fubjects cite, 
By credite of their thrals to shew who was of greatest might. 


Beautie againft this day her prowdeft shewes prepard, 
AA 
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And fure a troupe of gallant gyrles her feemely felfe did 
gard : 

Their fpangels wrought a gafe, echedame in feathers flauntes, 

Their ftraung attyres, their cuts and coft, foreshewd their 
{corneful vaunts. 

They looked all afkaunce, when beautie claymde her right, 

That loe! the Gods amafed were to fee fo proude a fight. 

Anon good vertue comes, with traine of bashfull dames, 

Whofe modeft lookes wrought more regard then beauties 
blafing flames. 

A filence now was made, that they their futes might move, 

Both ladies fue for fovereigne rule, and thus their titles prove: 

i Proud beautie vaunts on powre, poore vertue on defart, 

And, by your leave, for all her bragges, the worft had 
beauties part. 

Her showes were blemisht much with furfling and fuch like, 

Which knowne, beautie (through feare of foyle) into a mafe ' 
did ftrike. 

Who, gafing rounde about, faire Brydges did efpie, 

Whofe feemely feature, forme, and shape, did much delight 
Hereye;; 

And, {corning other proofe, she Bridges calld in place; 

Who (to fett foorth her fightly felfe) apeard with bashfull 
grace. 

Quoth beautie, See my toyle! you Gods, now judge aright ; 

Halfe part with you, quoth Vertue ftreight ; my gifts adorne 
this wight ; 

For bountie guides her thought, which beautie farre excells, 

And pittie rules her noble heart, where pride in beautie 
dwells : 

To love and lawleffe luft, where beauties lures doe traine, 
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She winns a calme, yet friendship firme, with showe of chafte 
difdaine. | 

A meane contents her minde, where beautie is extreame, 

What botes thee then, good Beautie, thus to ftrive againft 
the ftreame ? 

She onely shall fuffice, if thereto thou agree, 

To showe and prove, by dome of Jove, the beft of thee or 
mee. 

I will (quoth Beautie) ftand to that that Jove awards. 

Jove, waying wel their worthie worke, thus both their toile 
rewards, 

Hee ruled, Vertue should be al wayes beft in name, 

Yet Beautie during Bridges life fhould fway in equal fame. 

Loe! thus betweene thefe dames the bloudie frayes did feace, 

But Bridges bore the praife away for making of this peace. 


Lhe pratfe of Miftreffe A. C. 


If Troyians ftoute that fought in Hellens band, 

Small wayd their lives their lady to preferve, 

What doubt, what death, what hell fhould mee withftand, 
To worke C. will the captaine that I ferve, 

Who doth in deede as farre fayre Hellen paffe, 

As good doth bad, or gold the corfeft braffe. 


For firft fhe hath in feature, forme and face, 
What Hellen had, or beautie could devife ; 
And therewithall fhe hath fo chaft a grace, 
To hold them backe with fancies fonde that fries, 
That (loe!) they choofe to pine in fecrete paine, 
Before their futes fhould move her to difdaine. 


180 Lhe Arbour of Vertue. 


She fhowes them grace that forrowes their amis, 
Beyonde defert her bountie doth reward, 

Her modeft minde by vertue guided is, 

Her fober lookes doth worke a rare regard: 
Although in court her roume is hie, fhee knowes, 
Yet likes fhee not to feede on curious fhowes. 


A care fhee hath (which fhowes a loving wife) 
To love and like but what contents her fere ; 
With thefe good giftes commended is her life: 
Such one is C. whom I have praifed here. 
Even fhee is fhee, denie it who that dare, 

That doth both kinds, and vertues jewels ware. 


In pratfe of Miftreffe A. H. 


Vaine is the vaunt that runnes beyonde defert, 
Small is the praife that proofe will not commend, 
Shame is their fall that mounteth fames by arte, 
Truth is the gard that writers doth defend ; 

And trueth I have my naked verfe to clothe, 

But fkill I want this peareleffe peece to praife; 

In fairenes who doth paffe the dame, in troth, 
Whofe beautie wrought the Troyans bloudye fraies. 
Withal to fhowe what nature did pretend 

In framing her an endleffe fame to finde, 

She wrought fuch meanes as vertue doth commend, 
Her gallant fhape, with worthy giftes of minde: 
What would you more then faire and vertuous both? 
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That both fhe is, but fearch where fhee doth live, 
(Beyond my reach) report their telling troth, _ 
This modeft mayde a matchleffe praife doth give. 
Loe! this is al (though further would my will) 

I write of her, for want of able fkill. 


The faucie pefaunts prefent unto his foverergne mifireffe. 


Lady, receive thy pefaunts gift in gree, 

(Whofe will is much, although his worth be fmall) 
A gift it is that beft befeemeth thee, 

Whofe vertues hould thy beauties rare in thrall ; 

So that, fith that you live without a match, 

Garde you your fame with this well meaning watch. 


Thinke that you live in gafe of envies eyes, 

Whofe fight doth fearch in fecretft thought of minde: 
Thinke falfe fufpect about you ftill hath fpies, 

Will forge offence where they no fault can finde: 
Thinke deepe difdaine would blot your life with blame, 
For that alone you weare the pearleffe of fame. 


And yet, fayre dame, (incountring all their might) 
Thefe following rules, if you imprint in minde, 

Your envious foes fhall pine away with fpite. 

Firft choofe a friend, whofe wordes in workes you finde ; 
With courtefie a ftraunger intertaine, 

But loving futes cutt off with chafte difdaine. 


Thinke fugred wordes as Syrens fonges do wound: 
All is not gold in fight that feemeth gay ; 
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Lipilogus. 


In careleffe truft is ever treafon found : 

Then, fhunne the baites that philed tongues do lay 
With proude revenge racke not your yeelding foe, 
Left nettles doe amonge fweete flowers eroe. 


Mount with your minde by vertue to the {kies ; 
Vaile not your eares the myfers mone to heare ; 
From all extreames, in {pite of envies fpies, 

In calme delight your dayes fo fhal you weare. 
Thus (fovereigne) ends your faucie pefaunts fonge, 
Accept it well, or elfe you do him wronge, 


AETTOGGS: 


Loe, ladies! heare (if you can ufe it well) 

An Arbour fenft from burning fire and froft; 

A place it is where pride fhall never dwell, 

Nor fortune worke a mafe, doe fhee her worft ; 

“A place wherein the worthie dame should live, 
Whom no extreame may change from vertuous thou cht : 
Even fuch a place, my Mufe (faire dames) doth give 
To you, the which with double toile is wrought. 
Here may you fee, by lampes of other lives, 

A prefident to live in worthie name ; 

Here may you fee, when death your dayes deprives, 
In fpight of death remembraunce of your fame. 


Virefcit vulnere virtus. 


The Ortchard of Repentance: 


Wherein ts reported the miferies of dice, 
the mifchiefes of guarelling, and 
the fall of prodigalitie. 


Wherein is difcovered the deceits of 


all fortes of people. 


Wherein is reported the fouden endes of 


foure notable Coufiners. 


With divers other difcourfes neceffarie for all 
fortes of men. The whole worke the 
invention and collection of 
GEORGE WHETSTONS Gent. 


Forme nulla fides. 


TO THE RIGHT WOR- 
Shipfull, Sir Thomas Cicill, knioht, 
GEORGE WHETSTONS 


wifheth advauncement to honor, 
according to his wor- 
thineffe. 


ee 


RIGHTE worfhipfull, waying howe deepely bothe my good 
mother, and all her children are bounde unto you for 
received friendships, among the reft (acknowledging your 
defire of my well doing) I have fought howe (for fuche 
benefites) to avoyde the vile vice of ingratitude, an offence 
fo horrible, that the Lacedemonians punished it with death ; 
and refolved that a thankfull mynd was all the recompence 
that both you did expect, and I could make; and alfo 
affured, that if any of us (won with your counfeling pre- 
cepts) intertained convenient times with profitable and 
vertuous exercifes, the newes wold be as acceptable to you, 
as our indevours beneficiall to us. So that, to fatisfie you 
in both (as touching my owne felfe) I humbly fubmit unto 
your learned cenfure this one part of my unlearned labors, 
intituled the Orichard of Repentaunce. My intent (as con- 
cerning the worke) I am affured deferves an honeft report, 
how fo the homely handling thereof content curious judges. 
But for that I am affured, that no man writes without fome 
reprehenfion, I am nothing difmayde with fuch nice find- 


The Ortchard of Repentaunce. 1é 


(ee) 


S) 
faultes mifliking. Sufficeth me, if the learned and wel dif- 
pofed, take my paines in worth: among the which, I chiefly 
feeke to pleafe your worship, the authoritie of whofe pa- 
tronage will bothe defende and commend my travell, defir- 
ing you to take it as a teftimonie of the faithfull zeale I 
beare towardes you; and being incouraged with your 
favourable acceptance, I will not faile (God+ willing) to 
enterprife fome worke that shall better deferve your 
countenance, content the reader, and com- 
mend my paines. From my lodging in 
Holborne, where I dayly pray for the 
profperous health and hap, 
both of you, and your 
good lady. Ther5 
of O€tober 


1570; 


Your worships moft bounden, 


G. WHETSTONS. 


The kingdom 
of the world 
defcribed. 


The devils 
officers. 


THE ORTCHARD OF REPENTAUNCE. 


The honeft minded mans adventures, his largeffe, and his 
Jarewell to the world ; a worke difcovering the fub- 
tilties of all fortes of men. 


Repyne not, friends, to view the forme of fcorne, 
Skew not to fee a figure fresh of ruth, 

A crooked peece with withered age forworne, 

In drouping dayes whome beggerie purfuth, 

A forrie crop for feede of all his youth, 

Who moylde, who toyld, who gaped after gaine, 
When loffe enfude ; a poore reward for paine. 


2. Though ftraunge at firft my tale may feeme in fight, 
Yet, wyfely wayde, the caufe appeareth playne, 

Why backward hap my forward hope did quite, 

Why loffe I found, where I did looke for gayne ; 

Why povertie I reapt in lue of paine; 

For trye who lift, and he by proofe fhall fee, 

With honeft myndes the world will hardly gree: 


3. Which of it felfe a kingdome is of finne, 

The devill is prince, whofe pomp doth never fade; 
Deceite and craft his chiefeft counfellers bin, 
Extortion foule his treafurer is made: 
Covetoufneffe is merchant of his trade ; 
Vile ufurie his racking rents doth rake, 
As auditour account doth briberie take. 
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4. Within his court thefe vipers beareth fway : 

Firft falfe fufpect high chamberlain they call, . 

Who raps them down which mount by honeft Way. 
Difdaine controuls the wightes which be in thral ; 
Then grudge, the garde, doth place them in the hal; 
Miftruft and fpight doth dayly watch and ward, 
And malice is the captaine of the garde. 


5. Envie and Hate, the prefence doore doth keepe, 
Which elvifh elves dame Vertue ftill deryde, 

Or if the knocke, the fottes will be a fleepe. 

Next to the divel the court doth Lecherie cuyde, 
On whom attends dame Pleafure, Luft, and Pryde 
What office beares the glutton with the reft, 

Or drunken fot, to fhewe it were a jeft. 


6. Debate and ftrife, the coaftes doth dayly {cowre, 
Well meaning mynds to fee they do repyne; 
Though fortune laugh, the world on them doth lowre : 
Her fubjects fleepe, and fnore like fatted fwyne, 
When hunger ftervde with want the vertuous pyne. 
No wonder though they leade this lothfome life, 
For worldly rule with vertue is at ftrife. 


7. But I too long do tyre you with this tale, 
To wray the rule the worldly wretches have, 
Who bath in bliffe, when others boyle in bale, 
Who do commaund, when others gladly crave; 
Yet fhame and all they leave to fill their orave. 
I ment, and meane, to fhewe his overthrowe, 
Whofe honeft mynd became his chiefeft foe. 


His firft ad- 
venture in the 
court. 


The flatterer 
thriveth in the 
court. 


Note. 


An unkind 
recompence. 
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8. I firft by coft did feeke in court to mount, 
A needefull helpe in court to purchafe grace ; 
But fowly fhort I fell upon account : 

I quite forgot to flatter and to face, 

The thrall to fcorne, the beft for to imbrace. 

I fu’d, I ferv’d, I did attendance daunce, 

And ftill, I thought, defart would me advaunce. 


9. I lookt aloft, and brav’d it with the beft : 

The charge mine owne, no countnance did I lacke, 
Whileft pence were ryfe I was a welcome guett : 

I ayded thofe whom fpitefull fcorne did facke, 
Which one advaunft were firft that threwe me backe. 
With conges kynde the gallants would me greete, 
With cap and knee the meaner did me meete. 


10. The {neaking curres by bryberie layd a traine, 
A myle to catch before they fell the crumbes: 

I thought defart perforce would faften gaine 

On me, which gape but gained nought but plumbes, 
For former graunts ftill nickt me oore the thumbes ; 
The drawlatch thriv’d, my felfe who helpt to grace, 
As well as he which bare the proudeft face. 


11. Ne envide I of either part the thrift, 
Since fortune fmylde upon the filly lot: 

I thought aloft no doubt fhe would me lift ; 
So fpent in hope, for feare I fpared not, 
By coft I fayd that worfhip ftill was got; 
But I fo long did fpende upon the ftore, 
That all was gone: then could I fpend no more. 
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12, Then countnance ftraight with fower face did frowne, Forfake brave- 
And credite next began to flip afide, . thy arene 
Difdaine and fpight with fpeede then threwe me downe. _ the court. 

In this diftreffe whom earft I helpt I tryde, 

Who gave good words, but no reliefe applyde: 

Thus, quight forfooke, I in the briers {tucke, 


And cryde perforce a vengance of yll lucke! 


13. I thought mifhap my fortune did withftand, 
And meere good hap to others gaine affignde : 
I little thought that item in the hand, 
Remembrance was, a friend in court to finde; 
Or fome for fome could leade a f{tately mynde, 
Ne flatterie, I did feare, fhould be prefarde, 
Ere fervice true had reapt his full rewarde. 


14. I could not thinke the court two faces had, Defeription of 
In favour faire, frefh, fweete, fraught with delight, the court. 
When in difgrace the wronefide turnes as fad, 

Sullen, fowre, fharpe, the fhewe of deepe defpight, 

As fyrens fongs bewitch the fimple wight : 

I quite forgot, in fhort, to fhewe you plaine, 

The proverb old, faire words do make fooles faine. 


15. | imply ment, but fubtly was beguilde. 

A crocodile deceives with fained teares, 

But pray obtaind, it turnes to monfter wilde. 

With fayned friends, in fine, even fo it fares, Fained 
Which fnarled be in froward fortunes fnares: friends. 
They crouch and creepe til they have that they with ; 

In your diftreffe they wey you not a rufh. 


Miferie can 
hardly winne 
the vertuous to 
vice, 
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16. But certes, they which never tafted bale, 
Perfuaded be that all men bathe in blis, 

So fure he thinkes, truth feemes each fugred tale, 
Whofe honeft mynd did never meane amis ; 

The {peach of craft he counts a mockerie is: 
Both loffe and gaine (he faith) doth fortune give, 
And ftill he hopes on after hap to live. 


17. My felfe the proofe, which reackt my courtly fal, 
A backward blaft, a fit of froward fate. 

Some other way to hap fhe would me call, 

With double mendes to vaunce my poore eftate : 

As gleames of joy do follow cloudes of hate, 

Thus lights I held (bewitched with faire wordes) 

Or bufhes beate while other lymde the byrdes. 


18..I ftill reliev'd the wights that were dittreft, 
Although they would they could do me no good ; 
Which cold excufe foone cutt off my requetft : 

A night cap, fure, or elfe a lyned hoode, 

Befeemde my fkonce. I fware by fweete S. Roode, 
Which, like a foole, on would and could did feede, 
When fimple I with deede reliev’d their neede. 


19. Thefe hafhards hard might honeft mindes defile : 
What harveft worfe then weedes to reape for corne ? 
But though the lewde do laugh if fortune f{mile, 

And frowne as faft, if that the fyxfen fcorne, 

Yet wealth, ne woe, no friendly minde can turne: 
For happ they leave no honeft way unfought, 
But feedes on hope by value of their thought. 
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20. Wel, thus perforce, I left the coftly court : 


Ig! 


Hie time to trudge when coine and clothes were fpent. 


The fouldiers gaine was rounge with fweete report, 
By them which wift not what their loffes ment. 

At ventures yet to fee the warres I went, 

Refolv’d by them to rife or leefe my breath, 

For fervile life I worfe defpifde then death. 


21. Appointed well, and fouldier like arayde, 

I left my friends, and throngd amid my foes. 
Although at firft the thundring fhott mee frayde, 
In fine, faunce feare I lent fuch luftie blowes, 
That foone my fame throughout the campe arofe : 
With better pay to credite then I grue, 

And thus a flaunte to care I badde adue. 


22. In defperate frayes gave charge my band and I, 
By manly force our eager foes to foyle: 

Not one then flie, but rather chus’de to die, 

And where they foyld, I let them fleece the fpoyle ; 
For trueth to fay, that tythe defervde their toyle. 

I never nickt the pooreft of his pay, 

But if hee lackt, hee had before his day. 


23. They cheerifht thus, when neede inforft them fight, 


On foes they flewe in face of all the fhott, 

As wolves the fheepe doe fpoile or fore affright, 
Their enimies foe did flie, or goe to pott, 

Such lyll they layde upon their pates, Got wott. 
Sith fame I reapt thus by their reftleffe paine, 

I could not choofe but let them gleane the gaine. 


His feconde 
adventure in 
the warres. 


A good capi- 
taine makes 


good fouldiers. 


Sowre fauce 
of fweete war. 
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24. Such was my hap to reach the honour full, 
In hie attemptes I gave the overthrowe. 

Thus fortune long did frame unto my will, 

But I forgot how foone fhee playes the fhrowe, 
Even where of late fhee favour moft did showe: 
I overflipt the time that ferv’d for thrift, 

As though the warres ne did their chaunces shift. 


2s, In poore repaftes, whofe courtefie is fuch 

To leave to cut, till lurchers old have carv’d, 

They feeldome fay shall furfet of too much, 

Yet haply may with want be hunger ftarv‘d. 

Who fo in fpoile fo ftayes till all be ferv'd, 

Befides his blowes an eafie burthen beares: 

Each for himfelfe, where fouldiers shift and shares. 


26. But whilfte I {tode in fickle fortunes grace, 
And fwam in wealth, of want I never thought : 

I toke no heede how age drewe on a pace, 

Or brufed bones at home for fafetie fought, 

To live uppon the gaine that youth had caught, 
But when I could, fith then I would not thrive, 
When faine I would, then could with me did ftrive. 


27. For when the warres my chiefeft ftrength had worne, 
When wounded flefh did faint at bloudy blowes ; 

When fortune thwart her fawning face did turne, 

When faithfull friendes were reft by by raging foes, 
When foule debate amonge our fouldiers rofe, 

‘When treafon foyld where force could never fpeede, 
When hollowe heartes did droupe away at neede. 
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28. When thus of warres I felt the fower tafte, 
Which feemed fweete by fpeach I heard of yore, 
Forworne with toile, I homewards trudgft in hafte, 
My fkinne well paide with woundes and brufes fore, 
But fure of pence, I had but flender {tore : 

Thus did I fpend the time that fervde fOr ethtitt: 
And left old age in drowping dayes to fhift. 


29. Yet fimple I did thus perfuade my minde, 


How that the warres do naught but honour yeeld, is et aes 
i ; ure in the 
And coft in court did caft mee farre behinde, countrye made 


him a ftarke 


My way to thrive was tilling of the feeld ; aes 


A charge, God wott, unmeete for mee to wield ; 
A farmer frefh, I fell then to the plow, 
And cofte abrideft, yet cares I had ynow. 


30. I then did truft the trueth of every fwayne, 

And thought that I a fight of lubbers kept, 

When others houfd, my hay lay fow{t in raine, 

My corne did fhead before the fame was reapt, VII fervaunts. 
Or fpoild with beaftes, whilft lafie Robin flept, 

I bought at worft, yet fould I under foote ; 

A poore increafe can fpring of fuch a roote. 


31. Thus long with loffe the farmer ftoute I playde, 
Till out of houfe and home pure neede mee preft. 
With beggerie bitt then was I fore difmayd, 

To trie my friendes yet I my felfe addreft, 


With fquaymith lookes, who intertainde their gueft An old pro- 
: verb, beggers 
With fower fhowes: my want could well endure, Ptabe 116 


5 | eee 
For fmall reliefe then none was better fure. choofers. 


In what con- 


tempt the rich 


have their 
poore friends. 


This compa- 


nion was craft. 
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32. In what I could my hoft then did I pleafe, 


With quippes, and nippes, who cutt mee ore the thumbes ; 


But floutes in faith could not mee fo difeafe, 

That from the borde I gathered not the crumbes ; 
For poore men pincht are glad to pray on plumbes. 
Hayted and baited time thus did I weare, 

Hard lodgde, worfe clothd, not cloyd with coftly fare, 


33. And fettered thus (God wot) in chaynes of woe, 
I fleeping once, mee thought before my vew 

A mate I fawe, that earft I] did not knowe: 

God fpeede (quoth hee) ; quoth I, the like to you. 
Acquainted thus, fuch friendfhip did infue, 

As I to him my former fortunes fhoe, 

My hap, my harme, my want, my weale, my woe : 


34. Which to difcourfe a tedious tale I tould, 

Which well hee marckt, and fmyled in his thought. 
Good friend, hee faid, thou waxeft very ould, 

For whom forefight fome fuccour fhould have fought ; 
But well I fee thou youth hath {pared nought ; 

Yet all thy life thou moyldft and toyldft for gaine: 
Hard was thy hap, that loffe ftill aunfweard paine. 


35. No fortune yet, but follie in thy felfe, 
That loffe thou reapft in recompence of paine :- 
Thy courfe was wrounge, a pace to prowle up pelfe, 
For falfehoode muft, or flattery compaffe gaine, 
Or elfe, in faith, thy moyling is in vaine: 
Deferte is dafde, with dyrefull envies driftes, 
And honeft mindes are put unto their fhiftes. 
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36. But liften well, and I will shortly showe 
How that thy want in drowping dayes fhall die. 
The way I know how every ftate doth growe, 
From bafe degree to wealth and honour hie; 
Thy confcience yet muft beare with briberie, 
With falfehoode, fraude, feare not to ufe deceites, 
To fishe for wealth thofe are the fweeteft baites. 


37, If thou doeft love a faithleffe prieft to bee, 

If courtiers life in thee hath lyking wrought, 

In merchauntes fraude if thou wouldft deepely fee, 
If lawyers gaine doth tempt thy greedie thought, 

If through the warres aloft thou wouldft be brought, 
In countrie cares if thou wouldft beate thy braine, 
If cheters craft, thou weanft, is full of gaine. 


38. If by thefe trades releefe thou mean{t to reape, 


Doe thus and thus, and thou with wealth shalt fwell. 


With that hee wrayed of huge deceiptes a heape, 
The leaft whereof would fend a man to hell. 

At which amafde, (quoth I) Good frend, farewell, 
I like thee not; thy counfell is full evill : 

I lived well, I will not die a devill. 


39. At which adue my mate to figh I fawe, 
Who forrie was hee had beftowde fuch talke 
On mee, whofe tale to no deceite could drawe ; 
And in this chafe away the man did walke ; 
And waking then, I up and downe did ftalke, 
Who in my felfe did finde a hell of thought, 
To fee what wyles to compaffe wealth are wrought. 


Lewde coun- 


fell. 


Note. 


Defire of goods 
draw our 
mindes from 
goodnes, 


The remem- 
braunce of 
death, hinder- 
eth us from 
wickednes. 


The godly con- 
temne riches, 
compaffed by 
deceite, 


The know- 
ledge of de- 
ceite is necef- 
sarie for the 
good, 


A large larges. 


The cleargi. 
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40. Defire of wealth forthwith my heart did wound, 
My honeft minde did blame my greedie veyne ; 
Thus in my felfe a heape of harmes I found, 
Afraide of fraude, yet glad to compaffe gaine : 


Thus both I blamde, and thankt the coufiners paine ; 


But as by chaunce, I looking in my glaffe, 
Mee thought I faw how death by mee did paffe. 


41. With that (quoth I) away with golden glee! 
Avaunt defire of greedie gathering gaine ! 

Wouldft thou him binde which whilome lived free ? 
Away! goe trudge, thy toyling is in vaine: 

The world I fcorne with my fweete Chrift to raine, 
No fubject I of Sathans empire ame, 

Chrift is my leage, to ferve the devill I thame. 


A Larges to the world. 


42. My knowledge yet, unto the world yknowne, 
May haply warne my friends to fhunne this baite. 
Amonge the lewde this feede is hugely fowne, 
They daily take this bitter fweete receite ; 

For why, their foode is rapine and deceite. 

My larges yet to all I franckly give, 

Within this world that have defire to live. 


43. The cleargie they no worldly creatures are: 
They coft contemne, their weedes but homely bee, 


Heaven feedes their foules, their paunche hath pouer fare, 


They goodes defpife, but what with Scriptures gree, 
To helpe the poore whofe want they daily fee; 
Well, thefe I fee, efteemeth not my gift ; 

To get their thankes, and have I neare a fhift ? 
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44. Yes, yes forfooth (wel fare the fruits of fraud) 
They wedded are (a needefull helpe gainft finne) 
Their fonnes full oft defireth more a gaude, ~ 
Then at their bookes their fathers fame to winne, 
Their daughters fcorne to knit, to card, or fpinne : 
They gentles are, as brave as is the beft, 

They royft in filkes, and gad to every feaft. 


4s. With fmal expence this pride is not maintaind, 
And when you die your lyving bids adue. 

If naught you fpare, their braverie then is ftaind, 
They muft forfake their wonted courtly crue, 

Or make fome fhift, though fhame thereof infue : 
Which to prevent, this counfel craft doth give, 

To proule for them, whilft you in wealth do live. 


46. Scorne you the Pope? fcorne not to clawe his coine ; 
His titles leave ; leafe not the felfe fame gaine, 

(You colours have) how fo you pence purloine. 

Decayed fchooles you may erect againe, 

You may relieve the needie myfers paine, 

With many moe, whom penurie doth pearce 

For lacke of fkill, which feapes my worthleffe vearfe. 


47. The courtier hee will thanke mee for my gift. Pia sees 
Hee fpendeth much, yet little hath to {pend ; 

Some fay, this courfe doth feeldome compaffe thrift, 

Vet freely here his ftate for to amend, 

To bragge it out in bravery to the end, 

The courtier younge a leffon loe! I tell: 

The elder fort doth knowe the forme full well. 
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48. For credite fake you needes mutt bravely ferve, 
And credite wonne is quickly worne away : 

Get up your crumbes, therfore, ere grace doth fwerve; 
Fawne ftill on them that beare the greateft {way, 
Attendaunce daunce when others plie their play, 
The mightieft pleafe, how fo their mindes are ledde: 
For wifeft wittes with fome conceites are fedde. 


49. With lawyer foone fee thou thy felfe acquaint, 
Which knowes what giftes are in the princes handes, 
What lyes conceald by reafon of attaint, 

What fee, what farme, amonge his leages landes, 
Drawes to an end, that clarkly underftandes, 

What office yeeldes a gaine above the reft, 

What penall lawe to begge for thee is beft. 


50. Who finely drawes a pattent for a neede, 
And pattents fee you alwayes have in ftore, 

“A time may ferve, when haply you may fpeede, 
Which fitted not fo well a yeare before ; 

And by the way, this care have evermore, 

Well to forefee to whom you wray your minde, 
Leaft in your futes you flender favour finde. 


51. Your charge is great, fhift therefore for your felfe, 
For facion fake yet flatter to their face, 

But ufe no courfe in prowling up of pelfe, 

And if mifhappe doth throw one out of grace, 

Bee readie preaft to preafe into his place ; 

For why, your joy comes by your neighbours thrall, 
Then be not nyce to rife where hee doth fall, 


52. The fouldier ftoute, whom fortune ftill doth toffe, 
To fhadowe fraude forfothe hath fyneft fhoe: 

His fweeteft gaynes are fawfte with fower loffe, 

Yea, life full oft to reach releefe muft soe: 

Here faintes his friend, there fightes his mortall foe, 

Here bulletes towze at unawares him meete, 

There hawlberds hewe, here bilmen doth him greete. 


53. If in this dole hee chaunce to reach a rap, 

In faith, at home hee findes a could releefe, 

Beft therefore then, whilft fortune fittes for hap, 

Hee fhift for one, for feare of future greefe: 

The fouldier once is never tearmde a theefe, 

How fo hee wronges, how fo hee fpoyles and fpends, 
And reafon good, his life oft makes amends. 


54. The poorer fort yet feeldome compaffe thrift, 
To helpe whofe want Maft. Craft doth ufe this way, 
(A prettie helpe) for fuch as love to fhift ; 

To watch and ward to filche his fellowes pray, 

To facke the wight that gladly would obey, 

To fpoile his friend, as one hee doth not knowe, 

If ought be faid, hee toke him for his foe. 


35. But now to you which have both charge and fway : 


You mutt be brave for fame and credite fake, 
Vet muft you pinch no fouldier of his pay, 
Left nipt with neede (poore flave) his heeles hee take, 
In heate of blowes before his head doth ake ; 

What then? (well kept) a few will do more good, 
Then ftore of lowtes, which feare to loofe their blood. 
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56. Dead payes will helpe to cheerifh all the reft, 
And likewife you fhall finde therein fome gaine ; 
And when to filch your fouldiers are addreft, 

Fleefe you their pray, then chide them for their paine 
For ftragling out from refdue of their traine : 

Ne fpare to fpoile when force doth faile your foe: 
Take time and tide, leaft fortune play the fhroe. 


57. The lawyer hee, with doubtes that dulls his braine 
For tenne yeares fpace, his time in ftudie {pends, 

Ere practife his doth purchafe ftoare of gaine ; 

Too long a plague, fo long to fawne on friends, 

And fpend on ftoare in hope of after mends; 

And therefore, fure, deceite deferves no curfe, 

For working meanes meane while to fill his purfe. 


58. And yet, in footh, a grote will buy his gift, 
A booke of notes, remembraunce ’tis to eafe, 
Wherein is writ full many a prettie fhift ; 

Poft facto ttuf, and non eft factum pleafe, 

By larger grauntes, the leafe away to feafe, 
Conditioned releafes how to frame, 

By former wordes the latter for to lame. 


59. Such quillets nyce, when thus you noted have, 
Some practife needes mutt print them in your thought ; 
Set fuch at lawe, in werds as late but ftrave, 

And when they both in backhoufe ditch are brought, 
To poule them both let fome devife be wrought . 
Forget not this when writings hit your hand, 

(If youthes them owe) with doubtes to lame his land. 
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60. With hope of gaine his greedy minde elfe move 
To voyde fome graunt,‘or worke fome leafes wracke : 
A leafe of truft then muft the title prove, 

At leafure yet this timeleffe truft turne backe, 

Your intereft fmall, his greateft right will facke ; 

For once in proofe, this proverbe ftill doth laft, 

A little lyme @ foule will fetter fa/i. 


61. Phyficians now, that weyes how weake wee are, 


Newe cures muft fearch, our griefes are now fo ftraunge : 


Old Gallens drugges our time unfitteth farre, 
Augmented then, his cures abroade muft raunge ; 
For healthleffe men on every hope will chaunge, 
But once reteynde, be fure thou ufe this courfe, 
Another blame, although thy felfe be worfe. 


62. See your receites fome lightning yeeld at firft, 
To worke conceites within your patients thought ; 
Perfuade him ftill his paine is at the worft, 

Yet heale and harme, till wifhed gaine be wrought ; 
But for the poore, fee fome releefe be fought, 

And for your paines, let rich men (greeved) pay: 
No cure performde, your cuftome will decay. 


63. But now to you whom office doth advaunce, 
For your behoofe I (forft) imploy my paine; 
You come devaunt, uppon a forrie chaunce, 
Yea, ftocke you fet uppon a tickle maine, 
Durant le vie no longer laftes your gaine, 

And ere you fway, fome thoufand pounds mutt flee, 
Which is not rayfde (in haft) uppon your fee. 
DED 
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64. In tenne yeares {pace, five hundred ma[r]kes a yeare 


Unto his heire; who purchafe not to leave, 

Shall fure be blamde of myfers every where: 

If truth caufe lacke, moft fay, the reft deceave ; 
If all be falfe, few will fuch faultes conceive. 
Once wronge you muft a thoufand for this gaine, 
How voyde you then the penall {tatutes paine ? 


65. You are forbid inroulements for to rafe, 

To fit your friend, or foile your hated foe, 

To fave old feales, to give forg’d writtes their grace, 
To chaunge records, a frendly turne to fhowe, 

For once you may both helpe and overthrowe : 
Yet ufe you muft both meanes by flie devife, 

But frofted bee, for feare of flippery yle. 


66. Provide a cloake to couler {til your crime, 

Then worke your will, Apollo oft doth fleepe ; 

But if your wyles do come to light in time, 

To falve fuch miffe fome careleffe fervaunt keepe, 
Plague him with blame when you the profite reape: 
What if fharpe checkes do put you in fome feare, 
The gaine remaines the tauntes in time doth weare. 


67. Mas. gaylor needes muft tafte of this my gift: 
Extortion cryes, againft his yron fees. 

What then ? in hould this is your onely fhift, 
With fhackles huge your prifoners to difpleafe ; 


Thus pincht (good foules) they will pay, pray, and pleafe : 


Pence poucht ne dreade, although they ftoutly crake, 
To ufe redreffe poore prifoners wnzde lacke. 
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68. Now gallants learne, whom bravery ftill confumes, 
To royft in filkes, to flaunt in coulers gay, 

To pranke your wives up in their pecockes plumes, 
To {nuffe, to fcorne, to looke beyond your fway, 

To finde a mint, to feede your mindes with play, 

To hauke, to hunt, to boaft, to braule, to fight, 
Which are the thoughtes that feede you with delight. 


69. This coft is more then careleffe youthes forethinke, 
But coft, ne care, their hautie mindes can vaile ; 

Syth not, fee fines, your farmers cofers fhrinke. 

Of timber trees then {trike the loftie faile, 

The bodies next will ferve for bord and pale: 

If all thefe helpes your charge will not defraye, 

But ftill your names in merchauntes jornalls ftaye, 


70. To flote your mindes, if houfe and land mutt flee, 
To two or three the fame give, graunt, and fell, 

Cave emptor, to thy affuraunce fee: 

Hap well, hap ill, fome fpeedeth pretie well, 

The reft muft take their fortune as it fell ; 

Shift you for one, the world to fraude is bent, 

Coyne ftayes your friend, when fleering wordes-are fpent. 


71. Come, merchaunts, come, and take in worth my gift, Merchaunts. 


Whofe lynxes eyes in younge mens ftate do prie, 
Their loffe your gaine, their fpending is your thrift, 
They broche your bagges till all their lyving flie: 

But holla hoe! a bug is ufurie: 

Hee houldes you backe, from three times tenne to take 
On morgage good, leaft no returne you make. 


204 Lhe Ortchard of Repentaunce. 


72. What refteth then? your coyne will ruft faunce ufe, 
And ftatute loane cannot content your thought : 

Well fare a fhift, both lawe and them t’ abufe, 

You know in prime, each thing is eafily wrought ; 

The dog to draw, the horfe to order brought, 

The fkilleffe youth is wonne with every gaude, 

The reafon is his thought is free from fraude. 


73. To worke this feate, fee that you ufe this courfe. 
eee When dolefull knell doth bidde a churle adue, 
i. Send ftreight to know on whom death ufd this force: 
Not to this end your neighbours fate to rue, 
4 But of his heire in haft to have a vew ; 
If hee be younge, well left, and eafily wonne, 
To feede his vaine fee wordes and workes be donne. 


74. Some prettie fumme on {mall affuraunce lend : 
If youth be flow, at leafure bid him pay, 
Some times beftowe good counfell as his friend, 


Crosbytinge, But helpe him to ech toy to make him gay, 

a cufnage un- . . ‘ 
Berra aules To pay for all, at length, will come a day ; 

of friendthip. By peecemeales thus in lafh hee wilbe brought, 


In daunger once, let this devife be wrought. 


Note this 75. Get fome to reft, and vexe this thriftleffe youth, 
pours Not at thy fute (although by thy confent) 

To free himfelfe from catchpoles litle ruth, 

For thy goodwill to thee his minde is bent, 

To mone his ftate, his time and coyne mifpent, 

To faine thy heart to his behoofe is fixt, 
Then let advife with prettie tauntes be mixt. 
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76. But to conclude, lend him his turne to ferve, 
Yet binde him fure, leaft hee do flip away, 

In ftatutes, which lands, goods and body fterve, 
Twentie to one, hee forfets at his day: 

The vauntage then will double ufaunce pay, 
Extent on land, the fale will flaunder foe, 

That fee, intfine, on*ealie prife will coe. 


77. You burgofes, which fell the coftly ftuffe, 
That wares to ebb our gallants goodes and land, 
This leffon learne, and utter wares ynough, 
Beyonde the price of paying downe in hand: 
His ftate and ftay, firft wifely underftand, 

Clofe fifted then, deliver him thy ware, 

But binde him fure, if thou his paiment feare. 


78. If day hee breake, let cosmmens be no leache, 
No forfet once the citie cuftome gives ; 
In the hoyftinges an outlawes note him teache, 


Beare with his talke, his crakes, and yreful tauntes, 
Lawe will him ftoupe in fpight of all his vauntes : 


Collufion thoe, this dealing fome do reake, 
Yet jumpe thou thus a penal law to breake. 


79. Come, fcriveners, come, the frie of all abufe, 
Deceite beseemes you beft of any men ; 

Why blufh you fo? you neede not frame excufe, 
You are to helpe a thoufand with your pen, 


Chetors, coufners, merchauntes, your felves like men: 


Good reafon ; you have ftore of fubtile fkill, 
Sith you are meanes each mifers bagge to fill. 
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80. Bee fure you have the groundes of lawe by rote, 
What wordes unlofe, and what as faft do binde: 
Eche quillet nyfe fee that you neerely note 

In paper booke, as tendes to fraude you finde, 

In morgages, leafes, covenantes unkinde, 
Conditions, bondes, feoffments, graunts, & celera, 
In fome one point the craftie jacke ftill play. 


81. For craft is that that doeth you credite gaine, 
Rich Burgofes your chiefeft clients are. 

Monie takers. = They lay the plot, but you muft take the paine ; 
Monie takers to meash in neates of care, 
They faft, farewell, fuch will no vauntage fpare. 
Thus fith your trade doth tend to falfehoode vile, 
Good reafon you acquaint your felfe with guile. 


Conte 82. This monftrous mate had neede of thoufand fhiftes, 
To feede the thoughtes of thofe whofe forme he beares. 
A lawyers head hee hath, full ftuft with driftes, 
A fimple looke, to free rafh youthes of feares, 
A flatterers tongue, to feede beleeving eares, 
A harlots face, to witch with wanton fight, 
A tyrauntes heart, to wound the harmleffe wight. 


83. A fcriveners fift, a lackyes legge to trudge, 

A merchauntes minde, to mountaines that afpires, 
A gluttons throte, to fhewe hee is no fnudge ; 
What gaine may be ungleand this monfter then defires ? 
What youth unfpoilde, whofe wreake this feend confpires ? 
And fith this mate fo manyes turne mutt ferve, 
This courfe, for cheates, craft willes him to obferve. 
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89. Firft, flatterie, thou muft prye abroad for pray, 
Thou wily muft eache gallauntes {tate efcrie, 
Companion like with them thou needes muft play ; 
If able youth dice neede to nip thou fpie, 

Unto his helpes be fure thou have an eye, 

And one fome loft, drawe neare and note his mone, 
And proferre him fupplie on eafy lone. 


go. Now, merchaunt, hide thy hooke in golden baite, 
In plaine Johns name yet let this dealing bee, 

His fimple fhowe will couler foule deceite ; 

To make falfe deedes let maifter lawyer fee, 

To get them feald ufe fcriveners policie, 

To meash him fure let flatterie ftill affay, 

But be not yet to eger of your pray. 


gi. With friendly show firft worke him in conceite, 
Then, epicure, thy bountie let him feele: 

To witch his witts make myftreffe Mynxe a baite ; 
Hee fnarled once, ryng out the coufners peale, 

To forge, to rafe: fuch ftuffe then make him feale 
As over foone will put him to his shift, 

Noe force for that, hee might have eyde his thrift. 


92. But fraude bewrayde, if wronged youth complaine, 
Then, tyraunt, ftart to fave the reft from shame. 

To ftay his fute by catchpoles lay a trayne, 

With actions huge his crafed credite lame ; 

In prifon popt, there is no laughing game ; 

There friends do faile if monie ebbeth lowe, 

His fute is cold, his lawyer wilbe flowe. 
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93. Hee, nipt with neede, and reft of freedome both, 
As one halfe dead, in haft will fue for eafe: 

Firft make it coy, as men to greement loth, 

His flaundrous plaint fo doth your trueth difpleafe, 
As trial muft this foule report appeafe ; 

In fine, yet come, and ere you goe agree, 

And featherleffe let my yonge maifter flee. 


94. An other fort of cheating mates there are, 

By neede inforft, that fues to craft for ayde, 

Whom thriftleffe life hath wrapt in heapes of care, 

In prifon throwne, of fuccour cleane difmayde ; 

Whofe wealth is worne, of friends whofe way unwayde, 
Whofe hautie heartes gainft thraldome yet do fpurne, 
Neede workes for thefe fome fhiftes to ferve their turne. 


95. If any fuch ripe witte or learning have, 

Want joinde with craft this counfell doth beftow, 
(To flaunte it out, in outward fhew full brave) 

To faine eche ate, yea, thought by art they know, 
A falve for love, fooles fortunes for to fhoe, 

Goods ftolne or loft with a vengeaunce for to fetch, 
Or faine thou art for every egriefe a leach. 


96. But at the firft, to make your cunning knowne, 

A baude or two fend pryinge round about, 

Where loving wormes, or fickly wightes are throwne: 
Old churles fome have, fome love and reape a flout, 
Some ficknes catch by keeping revell route. 

To wightes thus griev'd, though flender helpe you give, 
Ufe fhewe of {kil, in hope to make them live, 
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97. If fortune hap to hitt fome heartes defire, 

You neede no trumpe your knowledge for to fpred, 
But, by the way, give mother Bee her hire, | 

Then wil fhee prate to bring a patch to bed, 

And vouch for proofe how fuch and fuch have fped, 
Although, in trueth, this fhifting is but theft ; 

Your coates for this the hangeman filde hath reft. 


98. You holy gyrles, the hindmoft in my gift, 
Be formoft yet in fraud and foule abufe, 

While beautie laftes, in blooming yeares to fhift, 
For your behoofe this counfell craft doth ufe ; 
To make it nyce, large offers to refufe, 

Alooft to ftand, if Vodzs (rich) do fue : 

The more you flee, the more he followes you. 


99. If careleffe boyes your coyneffe cannot brooke, 
Such gallants win with outward fhew of grace, 
They {wallowing up with fugred bayte the hooke, 
With careleffe toyes their fancies can not chafe ; 
And when you ftoupe their hote defires t’imbrace, 
Looke to your match: the world is full of wyle, 
And well you wot, how fugred words beguile. 


100. Still have an eye to beauties vading blafe, 
And prye for dames which foone in prime will be: 
On painted ftuffe though often gallants gafe, 

The wily fort your furfling ftraight will fee, 

To fit their turnes fticke not to play the bee; 
Scorne not for gaine in age to holde the doore: 
They once were yong that were your baudes before. 
EE 
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1o1. And now (my larges given) farewel foule guile, 
Farewel (O world!) no wile fhal make me rich. 

My mynd abhorres welth won by falfhoods vyle, 
To mount by fraud, I loth fuch loftie pitch, 

I can not fcratch the harmeleffe ere they itch ; 

If due defart, proude Flatterie pyneth itil, 

I lift not fawne, play hypocrite that will. 


102. Fare wel, fare wel (O world!) farewel againe, 
Thou now, God wot, from wonted courfe doeft reele. 
The clergie once in preaching tooke great paine, 
Whofe words in works bare witnes of their zeale ; 
Moft now in words, but few in works reveale, 

They teach with toung, when thought on tything is: 
O wicked world! thy wealth is caufe of this. 


103. O world accurft ! in court thou fetteft pryde, 
Whofe mynions are fraude, flatterie, and difdaine ; 
They pyne defart, before his truth be tryde, 

They forge offence, well meaning mindes to ftaine: 
They caft at al, yet fildome lofe amaine. 

Wo worth the world! thy braverie works the wracke 
Of fuch in court as well deferve and lacke. 


104. The fouldier ftout, forefeeing {mall reliefe 

For fervice doone, if fpoyled home he comes, 

Is forft to play, no fouldier but the theefe ; 

When fortune fits to gather up his crumbes, 

For once at home, poore ftore of pence he thumbes. 
O world! thy wealth with rulers worketh fo, 

As what they have, they hardly will forgo. 


105. The lawe, firft made to weede out wrongs for right, 


To yeald amends unto the poore oppreft, 

Is wrefted nowe for favour or for fpight ; 

Nowe monie fo corrupts the lawyers breaft, 

That daying is for poore mens fuits the beft: 

Yea, fuch effects in worldly mucke doth lurke, 

As judges harme where helpe they ought to worke. 


106. Fine fare and flouth difeafes ftrange do breede, 
And grieved wights will {pare no coft for eafe ; 

But golden fees fo doth phyficians feede, 

As feelde or nere, they rich mens paines appeafe: 
With drinks and drugs, they ftill do them difpleafe. 
O wicked world! thy welth firft wrought their grief, 
Thy wealth againe doth hinder their reliefe. 


107. Defire of gaine make offices fo leape, 

As folde they be, not given who beft deferves ; 
Who buyeth deare feelde thrives by felling cheape, 
Who wrongeth yet from honeft getting fwerves ; 
No force for that, fewe nowe fuch courfe obferves : 
Thus pelfe (O world !) firft makes the dover toule, 
To leavie mendes the done needes muft poule. 


108. Each pleafant paine, each fweete inticing fowre, 
O world! thou workft our wanton yeres to witch, 
And not content we fhould our felves devour, 

But churles thou fett’{t to clawe us ere we itch: 
Thou burnft the byrde, and baftes the bacon flitch. 
O fpiteful world! thou hap frank harts doft grutch, 
And grieveft churles by giving of too much. 
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109. The merchant once bent all his care to feas, 
In forreine foyle he fought defired gaine ; 

Then was his toyle to common wealth an eafe, 
And he deferv’d his with in lue of paine, 

But nowe at home he findes a fweeter vaine: 
Sance venter nowe he will in wealth abound. 
Foule fall the wight this fecond trade that found! 


110. The reachleffe heede youthes have in large expence, 
To flaunt it out their coft, no care to thrive, 

Inticeth churles with fhewe of good pretence, 

In prime of pride their maintnance to deprive ; 

For lymed once, {mall bootes (the wrong’d) to ftrive : 
Right coufners have fuch helpes and friends at neede, 
As ftraunge it is to fee how cleare they fpeede. 


111, Thy pryde, Oworld ! doth breedefuch wantonthought, 
As moft men nowe receive dame Venus hyre, 

To ftoupe faire dames fuch fharp affaults are fought, 
Such proffers large, fuch wiles to winne defire, 

As wonder t’ is what fortes are fet on fire: 

Who finneth not is fuch a gnawing bone, 

To raife this fiege that fewe will throwe a ftone. 


112. Fye on the world! fye on thy foule deceites ; 
Fye on thy fraude, thy flatterie, and thy pryde! 
Fye on thy fhifts, thy fubtilties, and fleites ; 

Fye on thy cleakes thy filthy crimes to hyde: 
Adieu, adieu! I can thee not abyde. 
And thee, O God! for evermore I laude, 
For keeping me untainted fo with fraude. 
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113. For though I have confumd my dayes in thrall, 
Now death drawes neere, my count is quickly made ; 
And well I wot, death doth all forts appall, 

The prince, the poore, yea men of every trade : 

Who lewdly lives with recknings huge is lade ; 

Thus worldlings griefe, where mine doth eb, doth flowe, 
A forrie fweete to end with fowre woe. 


114. Through confcience I feele no thought of hell, 
I conquer’d have of dreadful death the feares: 
Where is thy fting, where doth thy furie dwell ¢ 
Where is thy force (O Death!) wher is thy fpeare ? 
Affault fay 1; that with my Chrifte I were! 

I ready am, but evening, noone, andeiiorie, 

The divell, the world, and all their works I fcorne. 


Lenvoy. 


115. You worldlings, chiefe to you this taleuletell, 
God graunt my words be to your woundes a leache. 
The fruites of fraude, untold, you knowe too well, 
Yea, better then my naked Mufe can teach; 

But to this end this dririe plaintes I preach, 

That henceforth you to getting have fuch eye, 

As you may live as though you dayly dye. 


116. And leaft the lewde fhould wreft my worde amis, 
I do exempt the good of every trade, 

The which, I truft, will not repine at this ; 

To fhew thy praife this checking verfe was made : 
The clergie firft, at whome a glaunce I had, 

Of them there be great ftore of preachers good, 
To fhewe the truth that will not fpare their blood. 


A comfort to 
the godly in 
miferie. 


A bolde 
challenge. 
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117. There are in court that live in worthy fame, 
And well deferve renouné and credite both: 

Some officers will take no bribes for fhame, 

Some laweyers are to fowe diffention loth : 

And citizens, with whome I feemde fo wroth, 

I needes muft graunt (how fo my Mufe did {quare) 
Of every trade a number honeft are. 


118. The fouldier now, whom I do honour much, 
(How fo I toucht) their faults that do offend, 

I graunt we have of noble fouldiers fuch, 

(As maimes to fame) that will thofe vices fhend: 
I blame none fuch, the reft I wifh amend. 
Phyficians good (as many fure there be) 

Will not repine the lewde reprov’d to fee. 


119. How fo I toucht fome fcriveners faults at quicke 
There are of thofe I knowe of honeft fame: 

Such have no caufe againft my Mufe to kicke, 

Nor yet the lewde, that wifely weyes the fame ; 

I blafe abufe, yet touch no creatures name: 

Yea, to be fhort, I nypt no fort of men, 

That truly can with malice charge my pen. 


, 


Veritas non querit angulos, 


G. W. opinion of trades (as touching gaine) written to his 
efpeciall friend, maifter R. C. 


Mine owne good friend, fince thou fo faine wouldtt know, 


What kynde of trade doth yeald the fureft gaine, 
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My judgement, now, of fome I meane to fhowe, 

And after toyle, which quiteth beft thy paine, 

The merchant he, which cuts the mounting feas, ’ 

With courfe direct, as lyes his beft availe, 

The Spanifh marte whofe mynde fometime doth pleafe, 
With further reach fome hoyft their hovering faile. 
Some paffe Maroccoes ftraights, by paineful toyle, 
Some feeke to reape the fruites of Ciprus foyle. 


But how or where they rome with oken blockes, 

Their lives, their goods, doth reft in Neptunes handes, 
In rage fome times who rolles them on the rockes, 

Or driven unknowne, they finke on Sillaes fandes ; 
The gotten gaine they lookt, thus hapleffe loft, 

In lue of toyle, them felves be quite undone. 

Now unto him which furrowes on the coaft, 

And haffard gaines on waltering waves doth fhun, 
Who gropes the oxe, who fheares the fheepe for gaine, 
Is often douft with dewes of rotting raine. 


The handie craft, who wins his breade by toyle, 
With fweate of browe he gropes for others gaine ; 
He tylles the ground, he fowes with feede the foyle, 
When others reape the harveft of his paine, 

To lodge the lord who buildes the ftately hall, 

Yet glad to couch in cabben clad with reede, 

For others joy who lives him felfe in thrall, 

Who killes the fheepe, yet of the head doth feede ; 
His fummers toyle doth ferve for winters ftore, 
From hand to mouth, good foule, he hath no more. 
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The captaine he, which climbes for high advaunce, 
By piercing blade imbrude in enimies blood, 

In martiall fhewes who formoft leades the daunce, 
His fouldiers trainde in warlike order good, 

The pyke men plafte to {tay the horfemens rage, 
The mufket wilde, aloofe to foufe them downe, 

The byll men frefh when handie ftroakes muft gage, 
When gallants having charge doth cry Aloun ! 
Then tantara! he bids in battell ray, 

Be mearching, mates, in hope of happie day. 


But when to joyne the bloudie trumpe doth founde, 
The horfemen fling to breake the pikemens ray, 
The roaring gunnes doth terrifie the grounde, 

The feathred flightes the enimies face doth fray, 
The currier fwift doth rid the fkonce of ake, 

With ftreames of bloud the joyning vallies flowes, 
And wounded wightes for life their heeles doth thake : 
Who fcapeth then, next brunt may go to pot: 

Thus daungerous ftandes the souldier ftate, God wot. 


The courtier nowe, which hops up by degree, 

And haply heav’d to heigth of high renowne, 

If he do fwerve from top of tickle tree, 

His courtly friends will helpe to throwe him downe, 
Who fawned earft then wrayes the forme of hate, 

He (honoured late) nowe glad to crouch and créeepe; 
Yet envie vile, with {pite and foule debate, 

So wreattes his guilt, that grace doth alwayes fleepe : 
Expence and toyle is guerdond with difdaine, 

A bare reward in recompence of paine. 
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The clowne doth clawe more coyne out of the ground 
Then he whofe {kill doth reach the ftate of ftarres : 
Of yore though men, though learning, were renound, 
Wealth with thofe wits is nowe at mortall warres. 

By phyfickes arte, to credite many mount, 


Where lacke of {kill doth murther many one, The three 
A forrie truft, tyde to fo hard acount, ees 
To lende him pence that payes the death for lone ; fureft gaine. 


And yet no doubt his gaine is gauld with griefe, 
When confcience his doth call him murdring theefe. 


Crreat be the rents the’clergie doth receive ; 

More great their charge the count if confcience take, 
If errours their, the fimple doth deceive, 

For both their miffe amendes their foules fhall make: 
This defperate cure agrees not with my minde, 
Although the gaine doth tempr my greedie thought ; 
If fo it be that myftes of fraude doth blynde, 

Or falfhood faith from former grace hath wrought ; 
If trades of gaine be fpyfte with deepe deceit, 

The lawyers hooke lyes hid in fweeteft bayte. 


It choketh fooles which hunger after ftrife : 
Suppofe that craft doth fore abufe his fkill, 

He fleas the purfe, the others foule and life 

By learnings lacke, and error oft doth kill. 

He royftes in fylkes which merchants fetch a far ; 
Him glad to pleafe the fimple foule doth moyle, 
His fugred charme witch angels to the bar, 

His piercing pen the souldier oft doth foyle : 

For folace fake, if he will to the court, 

If any be, he foone fhall fee the fport. 


213 


The Ortchard of Repentaunce. 


He little weyes, fo lawe be on his fide, 

The thundring threates which lordly might doth move. 
If that his caufe with countrie men be tride, 

More harts he hath for feare then they for love ; 

He often pulles a perfonage from the prieft, 

And overrules by lawe both might and right, 

A kildowe, fure, whom no man dare refift : 

Godfhield, that I with fuch a bug fhould fight ! 

And thus thou hearft of trades what I can fay: 

The lawe for gaine doth beare the bell away. 


Forme nulla fides. 


ff. C. anfwere to G. W. opinion of trades. 


I thought (my George) thy mufe would fully fit 
My troubled mynde, with heaft of fetled doome, 
And tell the trade, wherein I fure might fit, 
From nipping neede in wea!thy walled roome : 
But out alas! in tedious tale 
She telles the toyles of all, 
And forgeth fates t’attend eftates, 
That feeld or never fall. 


Bereaving fo the hope that earft I held, 
To finde at laft a fight to fet me fure, 
In profites path my thriftleffe feete to weald, 
Or walke the way that age might well indure. 
Sith hapleffe haps, or confcience crackes, 
Or toyles of tedious waight, 
She proves the fees of all degrees, 
ach courfe with cares affraight. 
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And yet I fmell whereto thy tale doth tend, 
And fmyle to fee thy queint conceit therein. 
I write not here thy meaning to amend ; 
Againft thy wordes this anfwere I begin: 
In prime to touch the merchants trade, 
Which furrowes fifhfull floodes, 
Whofe hap, thou faift, is lightly hurt 
With loffe of life and goods. 


Thou faift his fhip fits fincking on the fande 
Of Sillas feas, or on Caribdis rockes, 

When nothing leffe, the fea more fure then land, 
Then fenced fertes, more truftie hollowe blockes. 
Let Neptune rage with wayward waves, 

A figge for Aeoles windes, 
By anchors ftay in harbour gay, 
The merchants fuccour findes. 


As for the man that furrowes in the fielde, 
Diftrufting gaines that waltering waves afforde, 
The fees that oxe and fruitfull fheepe doth yeelde, 
And parched fieldes, and northren dcwes accorde, 
His paines do paffing pleafure quit, 
When greenie landes appeares : 
He fmyles in fweate, when harveft heate 
Dries up the corned eares. 


The craftes man, he that lives by handie fkill, 
By toyle and trade obtaineth needefull gaines : 
Ynough’s as good as any feaft, fith will 
And quiet mynde contented fo remaines ; 
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He lives at reft in meane eftate, 
Contemning fortunes blaft, 

While fuch as hye aloft do flye, 
He fees to fall-as fait: 


The noble hart, whome nature pricks to prancke 
In martiall fieldes, amid the clattering crewe, 
For high renoune to furnifh up the ranke, 
Thy Mufe to daunt (oh!) how the fame I rewe. 
Sith pen, ne tong, nor minde can match 
With due deferved hire, 
The faétes of thofe, which force their foes 
By helmets helpe retire. 


The courtier he, that hops for high degree, 
At laft attaines his wel deferved hap, 

For fervice done he muft rewarded be, 
And gwerdon his the marke he leveld at ; 
Which gotten, if he loofe againe, 

The fault afcribe his owne, 
But fetled wits efcape the fits 
To careleffe courtiers knowne. 


The mafking mynd that mounts amid the ftarrs, 
And wakes to write, by fkill of planets courfe 
Foretels of dearth, of plentie, peace, and walres, 
Of temperate times, of hoarie Hyems force ; 

Not only fkill, but lafting fame, 

When death deprives his dayes, 

He reapes with groates, to garde his coates, 

Art thrives at all affayes. 
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Phyficians dregs who tafteth not betime, 
May come too fhort, if faintneffe feare to bleede : 
Mas’ doétours drinke deferves this praife of mine, 
I never knewe the man it ftoode in fteede ; 
Yet one kynde tale, and one kynde drinke, 
One doétour fure hath got, 
A tawnie velvet coate and pouch ; 
What others get God wot. 


Though rents be great that runs to clergies {hare, 
And more th’ account their foules doth reft upon, 
Yet Chrifte his truth to preach if nere they {pare, 
But feede the flocke, the account is caft anon ; 
And in reward of fervice done, 
At laft appointed houre, 
Where Chrift doth reigne they fhall attaine 
To fhroude in heavenly bowre. 


The lawyer he, the man that meafures right 
By reafon, rule, and lawe, conjoynd in one, 
Thy roving Mufe fquares much with his delight, 
Whofe only toyle all ftates depend upon: 
For lawyer gone, good right adieu ; 
Dick Swath muft rule the roafte, 
And madding might would banifh quite 
Tom Troth from Englifh coaft. 


In corner clofe, mid bookes of crabbed fenfe, 
For ten yeres day fith fore he beates his braines, 
To finde the right of things from foule offence, 


Who can deprive fuch toyle of hoped gaines ? 
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In doubtfull doomes he reaves the right, 
And throweth force along, 

With doubtfull praife his fame to raife, 
In fayth, thou doft him wrong, 


A briefe difcourfe of the difcommodities of quarelling, 
written at the requeft of his efpeciall Jriend and 
kintfeman, Matfter Robert Cudden of 
Grayes In. 


As manhood is a vertue great, where wifedome rules the 
{word, 

As great a vice it is to brall for every trifling word ; 

The rayling fpeach, the feareleffe othes, the ftanders by 


affright, 

When quarellers, like curtall curres, do barke before they 
bite; 

But if their brauling turne to blowes, his count comes very 
icant 


For fixe pence ftrife to buy a fword and buckler if he want. 

A reckning worffe to catch a licke, but worft the loffe of 
life ; 

One of which evils lightly haunt the man which lives in 
{trife. 

Who fo is hurt doth feele the {mart, who hurtes in feare 
doth live; 

His foe to feeke a fharpe revenge fome defperate ftroke 
will give : 

If luckleffe blowe fhould pierce the hart, the one to death 

gives place, 
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The other lives in flender hope to have the princes grace. 

Though fuite of friendes his pardon gets, appeale doth 
pinch his purffe, 

But gnawing of the confcience guilt then all will grieve 
him worffe. 

What greater fpite then fpoyled limmes, with houghed 
legs to limp, 

Or with a wood or yron hand the maimed arme to ympe. 

This mone he findes at ftraungers handes a colde amends, 
in fayth, 

A proper man as one fhall fee, fee what mifhap he hath! 

But they that know his bralles doth fay, no force, it fkilleth 
not, 

His haffard hap hath hit the white at which his follie fhot. 

His friends do count by this mifchance how he doth 
nothing loofe: 

Who elfe would kyll, or fure be kilde, a forrie choife to 
choofe. 

But (ah!) good coufe, at this my verfe the reader fmyle I fee, 

Who fayes, behold how far from words his deeds doe dif- 
AGTEE 

If halfe this reafon rulde his rage, his rafhneffe had not 
caught 

A maimed hand (which true I graunt), nor tryall had me 
taught 

The goodneffe halfe of fuch a lym, which by the loffe I finde. 

But fith mifhap would have it fo, this fhewes an honeft 
mynde, 

To warne his friends the vice to fhun, whofe proofe bew- 
rayes the woe: 

If late repentance wrought him helpe, he would no more 

do fo. 
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The unhappie man contemneth Fortune, and cleaveth to 
flope, affured once to reach good hap by vertuous 
Indufirte, in the defpite of Fortune. 


Sweete is the thought where hope perfuadeth hap, 
Although the mynd be fed with faint defire: 

The dunghil drone would mount to honours lap, 
If forwatd thoughts to fortune could afpire ; 

The ventrous knight, whom vallor doth advaunce, 
Firft cuts off dread with hope of happie chaunce. 


If hope of fame fuppreft not feare of death, 

In face of fhot the fouldier would not run ; 

Or recke fo fmall the loffe of lively breath, 

If fpoyle thereof a flender glory won: 

Nor merchants would to feeke out forreine foyle, 
If hope of gaine ne recompentt their toyle. 


The murdrous mate, the traitour, and the theefe, 
By confcience guilt that bathes in bitter teares, 
In hope of grace doth fucke out fweete reliefe, 
Which weares to eb their flowing tyde of feares: 
Then, fith fhe feeds the wights forworne with wo, 
Why fhould I faint, though Fortune be my fo? 


Whofe thought doth climbe by vertue, not by vice, 
To whom perforce proude Fortune yeldes a thral, 
Suppofe (fly hap) may hinder my device, 

Feare feedes the heart that faintes for every fall 
If firft come fhort, then frame a newe account, 
The forward mynde a thoufand wayes may mount. 
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Thou feeft that doultes, whome only hap advaunce, 
Dare overrule their betters farre in wit, 

Which vailde their hope to every forrie chaunce, 
What may be, then, whofe hap with fkill is knit ? 
Bare fway by will, as well in wrong as right, 
Grudge may his foes, but not withftande his might. 


Yet hardly men by vertue do afpire: 

Spight fowes fufpect, till their defart be tryde, 
But once advaunft is that the wife defire, 

In favour they for fortunes chaunge provide : 
Then though at firft thou light in envies trap, 
Small were thy loffe, which never earft hadft hap. 


If fo it be, in hope I forward fet 

To raunge the world, as fortune fhall me drive, 
A happy toyle, if credite fo I get, 

As fure 1 thall; for what is he alive, 

But hath good hap, within fo large a fcope ? 
God and Saint George, fend fortune as I hope ! 


flow great a follie the conceit of excellencte ts. 


Where as dame Nature hath beftow’d a fpeciall gift of wit, 
And learning won by travell long with natures lore is knit, 
If wifdome then do rule his toung, the tryall of his fill, 

A paffing praife among the wife, no doubt but win he will ; 
But once infect with fonde conceit, how he doth others paffe, 
So feeding on his painted fpeach wil prove a paffing affe. 
Or if he feekes by reafon’s rule the fcoffer to difgrace, 
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Which makes a fcorne of founde advice, and loves to floute 
and face 3 

Or when his equalles lift to fport, to wafte their fharpe 
annoy, 

His glorious toungis gravely bent to countermaund their joy. 

If once they do efpy his veine, their vice they will him take, 

Then fots will ftraight be on his top, the refidue fport 
to make. 

If argument his betters move, howe fo the fame doth growe, 

If he defende or prove with them, before their mynde 
he knowe, 

Too malapert they will him recke, and fo their tale adjourne. 

Thus too familiar fpeach in him unto contempt will tourne, 

Where haply elfe, to try his wit, them felves will him 
requeft 

To fhewe his reafons and his mynde, which fide he liketh 
Dei 

For ofte the beft the bafer choofe, and leaves the high eftate, 

But knowes againe when to be ftrange, left he fhould prove 
checke matl{e. | 

In honeft myrth is. wifedome feene, as time thereto doth fit, 

For graveft heads muft have a meane for to refrefh their wit: 

Fewe wordes they fay, in order plafte, the wife mans tale 
doth wray, 

And filence is an anfwere fit the noddies toung to ftay. 

But over hafte in feeking praife fome myndes perfuade 
the[e] ftil 

Their knowledge filence will conceale, what then availes 
their {kill ? 

When as betweene the both extreames a modeft meane 
doth lye, 

For to direct the wifemans tong, as needes the ufe fhall try. 
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Againft ingratitude. 


Periander of Corinth, fometime prince, 
A lawe ordainde ingratefull chuffes to paine, 

Which was on proofe, who could a churle convince, 
To reape rewardes, unrecompenft againe, 

To levie mendes he fhould no longer live. 

For why (quoth he) fuche men deferves no grace, 

As gladly take, and grudge againe to give ; 

A needefull lawe this fhameleffe feét to chace, 

For what may be a viler fault then this, 

To be unkinde to father or to friend, 

Or how may men amend their foule amitte, 

Which fcornes the wightes which dayly them defend ? 
A farmer once a frozen fnake did finde, 

With pitie mov'd who layd her by the fire; 

The {nake reviv’d did fhewe her felfe unkinde, 

But what enfu’d? he flue her for her hire. 

A morall rule ingratefull wights to warne, 

How thankleffe they do quite a friendly turne. 

But out alas! thofe varlets be fo ftearne, 

That viper like, they lawe and dutie fpurne. 

We dayly fee the parents painfull toyle, 

Their reftleffe care their children well to traine : 

We likewife fee how thankleffe children fpoyle 

Their parents goods, or wifh them dead for gaine. 
The good man oft the friendleffe childe doth keepe, 
And fofters him with many a friendly grote, 

Who feekes his fpoyle, when he is found afleepe, 

Or gives confent to cut his maifters throte. 
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We fee fome men advaunft to honours hye, 

By helpe of fuch which once did beare a fway, 
Which quite forget what feathers forft them flye : 
If founders theirs by froward chaunce decay, 

The traitrous mate, whofe prince doth cal to grace 
Is fubjeét ftraight to fowe feditious ftrife ; 

No marvell, then, to root out fuch a race, 

Tf Corinth king ordained loffe of life, 

But if in ure we nowe fhould put his doome, 
Ingratefull gnufes each gallowes fo would cloy, 
That fcarcely theeves to hang fhuld have a roome 
To eafe the juft, whom dayly they annoy : 

Yet doubt I not fome meanes would be preparde, 
To cut them off, for both may well be {parde. 


bf 


The evill fortune of a covetous perfon, and what profite 
artfeth by the death of a churle. 


A defperate wight, his fortunes foule to free, 

(By wilfull death) to rid his cares did choofe, 

But as he trudgd, to totter on a tree, 

Untimely there his loathed life to loofe, 

(A rare good hap) a pot of golde he found. 

The gold hee rapt, his rope hee left behind : 

Anon a carle came fneaking through the ground, 

In fteede of gold a rope who there did finde ; 
Which hapleffe fight fo nipt him at the hart, 

That loe! for woe hee piffed where hee ftoode. 

At length (quoth hee) this cord thall cure my fmart, 
And fo hee hung himfelfe in fullen moode. 
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The fight were fayre, if every bough did beare 

Such kinde of fruites, till caren churles were choakt, 
Whofe deathes inforce a thoufand well to fare,’ 
Their lives the poore a many wayes hath yoakt. 
The wormes rejoyce upon a churle to gnawe, 

The poore man then, whom hee did pinch of yore, 
Hath pennie dole and meate to fill his mawe ; 
Where fcarcitie was, forthwith appeareth ftore. 

Pray for his foule, the common people crie, 

As for his life, the world full well may fpare: 

His hordes of gold about the houfe then fiie, 

Catch who catch may, his goods a hundred fhare. 
His heapes of corne to every market failes, 

Which clofe hee kept in hope of fome deare yeare, 
And where hee fparde the parings of his nailes, 

His fonne may fpend and make his friends good cheare. 
If fuch increafe comes by a carrens death, 

Who would not wifh a cord to ftop his breath ? 


A briefe defcription of death. 


Death is a piller to the prince, 
true juftice to uphold ; 

A terrour to the trayterous mate, 
his fecretes to unfould ; 

A ftedfaft ftay to common weales, 
a webbe of worldlings woe, 

A father to the harmeleffe wight, 

unto his friend a foe. 
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An Lpitaphe upon the death of Henry Cantrell, of Lincolnes 


Inne, Gent.; by his friend R. C. 


Sith vertuous life death never may deprive, 

But liveth (ay) amidde the glorious crew, 
Lament not, then: our Cantrell is alive, 

In heaven on highe, with chaunged life a new. 
Then death no dole, fith life therein remaines, 
But glad, hee gone to bliffe from worldly paines, 


From wreake of woe, from cutt of cares anoye, 

From fainting frends, from dole of doubtful dome, 
From vaine delights, the counterfet of joy, 

From fobbing fighes, whence forrowes feedes do come, 
From dread to die, fith death doth cleare us quit; 
Lament not, then, good Henrie Cantrells hit. 


The dalying dayes, that here wee lead alonge 

An earthlie mould, fills up the facke with finnes ; 
Here mirth with mone is alwayes mixt amonge, 
To fowre our fweete here fortune never linnes ; 
Hence pleafure packes, no joy can here remaine, 
No fwalowed fweete not purgde with pills of paine. 


Then laude the Lord, lament no whit at all, 
Though it has pleafd his will and heavenly heft, 
From wretched us this happie youth to call, 
For (fure I fay) his foul him liked beft. 

Thus beft hee calls, and leaves. the worft alone; 
His mercie fuch our heaped finnes to mone. 
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How great a vice tt ts either for the vertuous, or valiaunt man, 
to accompanie himfelfe with men of bafe condition, 
when as (acknowledging his dutie) hee 
may adventure into the com- 


panie of the bef. 


Where vertue may, or vallor one advaunce, 

To bafe his hap a loute to live belowe, 

Or credite feeke with men of meaneft chaunce, 

A fearefull hart a dunghill minde doe fhowe ; 

On thornes no grapes, but fower flowes doth growe; 
Even fo by fottes, no fame, but fhame doth rife, 

A faire catch for fuch to count thee wife. 


The forward minde doth covet this at leaft, 
To preafe, where hee is pooreft of the traine, 
And not to live with thofe (himfelfe) the belt, 
For fure hee fhall a lowfie kingdome gaine, 
Where under him do none but beggers raine: 
By learninges lore who doth the idiot {choole, 
In fine, will prove himfelfe a paffing foole. 


The higheft trees doth keepe the under {pray 
From Phcebus gleames, from fugred dewes that-tall: 
So mounting mindes aloft doth beare the {way, 

When meaner wittes doth live belowe in thrall ; 

They fucke the fweetes when fottes do gnawe the gall, 
They wrong by might, their will makes right a mome: 
Who prickes at fuch but feeldome fhooteth home. 
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Such is their force where credite beareth fway, 
A perfect tale although the wronged tell, 
Their thwarting fpeach what they miflike will ftay ; 
The wronged wight with wrath may haply fwell, 
And pleades a freth, though not fo paffing well: 
Then, faufie knave, how mallapeart hee is, 
Away go packe! your purpofe you fhall mis. 


But if the fot, which in their favour ftand, 

Do ftammer forth a patched tale of lyes, 

Their helping fpeach will force him underftand, 
The way and meanes afreth for to devife, 

To frame his talke, from fhewe of trueth to rife: 
A vertue ftraunge their wordes can bring to paffe, 
That fooles feeme wife, the wife in thew an affe. 


What freer life then others to commaund ? 

What happier ftate then for to live in reft ? 

What greater wealth then what a man demaund? 
What credite like the countnaunce of the beft ? 
For thralles it were a heaven to reach the left, 
But they aloft whom vertue doth advaunce, 

If more may be, injoye more happie chaunce. 


Who will not, then, both feeke and double feeke 
To reach this hap with hazard at the firft ? 

The foreward wight, though fortune give the gleeke 
Afreth will toyle, till that his hart doth burft : 
If ftill thee frowne, in faith, the man is curft ; 
A fall (faith he) who recketh fuch a loffe 
An affe fhall ride, and no hie {fturring horffe. 
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For proofe againe, the huge and mightie oke, 
Whofe withered roote from falling cannot ftay, 
But downe hee comes by fturdie Boreas ftroke ; 
His fall, God wot, doth crufh the under fpray. 
Even fo it fares with thofe that beareth fway ; 
If by mifhap they wrapped be in thrall, 

The poore doth beare the burthen of their fall. 


For where as mindes by mifchiefe raifde too hie 
Sedition fowe, their native foile to wring, 

When princes might doth make fuch rebels flie, 
The leaders chiefe, well horft, away do fling, 
When pefaunts ftay, and Sur/um corde fing : 
They fue for grace, fafe in anothers land, 

When toyling thralles are truffed out of hand. 


If in abufe of both their ftates be betft, 
Although the beft in faith is very bad, 
Deferving well, they are farre better bleft : 


They roift in filkes, when clownes in raggs are clad ; 


They have their will, and what can more be had? 
Who will not then, how fo fly hap faith nay, 
Seeke out this chaunce, if vertue fayes hee may? 


An Epitaphe on the death of the right worfhipful marfier 


Robert Wingfield, of Upton tn the countie 
of Northampton, E/qutier. 


To fhewe their caufe of dole, whom Wingfields death doth 


pearfe, 


Good Mufe, take thou a little paine his vertues to rehearfe. 


TE 


H H 
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Hee wel was knowne to {pring from houfe of auncient name, 

Yea, leave his armes, and blafe his a¢tes, and you fhall fee 
the fame. 

His zeale to ferve his God, his care to fave his foule, 

His ftoute contempt of Romifh ragges, their taxe, their 
tyth, and toule. 

The Gofpell that hee lowd, his life that fhowde no leffe, 

Bare witneffe that in words and workes the trueth he did 
profeffe. 

Beleeve his bleffings elfe, which hee receyv’d from hie, 

The firft long life in happie health, tillage inforft him die: 

And then this comfort fweete, to free his age from feares, 

Hee fawe his children live and like in credite many yeares. 

Sufficient wealth hee had, ynough hee thought a featft, 

Hee had ynough, hee fpent ynough, and with ynough 
deceatt. 

His credite with his prince continued from his youth, 

(A fight moft rare) in office plaft hee truft returnde with 
trueth. 

Full fiftie yeares and twoe a juftice place hee ufde, 

For common peace, and profite both, hee feeldome paynes 
refufde : 

Hee weeded wronges from right by law, and not by ame, 

Hee kept this courfe, to helpe the poore, the lewd againe 
to blame. 

His life upright and juft, he joyde in no mans thrall, 

His dealings were both lov’d and likt among his neigh- 
bours all. 

His bountie at his bord, his ftore for every fort, 

The hie, the lowe, the riche, the poore, wrought him a rare 

report. 
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And thus long time hee livde in credite and in love, 

Till death, to worke his joy, our griefe, his force began to 
prove: 3 

But yet hee ficknes fent, for to forewarne him firft, 

Whofe honeft minde, whofe confcience cleare, ftraight bade 
him doe his wors't. 

And fo with hope of heaven unto the grave hee vailde, 

Of which hee glad, his friendes as fad, if forrowe ought 
prevailde. 

Vivit poft funera virtus. 


An Epitaphe on the death of the right worfhipfull 
matfier Fohn Ayleworth, Lfquter. 


If men may waile their loffe, that death hath ridde from woe, 

Then give mee leave to weepe my fill, my forrowes fo 
to fhowe : 

And though to bathe in teares fmall botes, now hee is gone, 

Yet none can leave fo firme a friend, and fhowe no figne 
of mone. 

When braineficke I a brufe with over bravery caught, 

Hee firft did cure my neede with coyne, then foundly thus 
mee taught. 

Bee ftayde: for rowling ftones do fildome gather moffe: . 

I tryde his ayde, I likt his wordes, and ftill fhall rue 
his loffe. 

His loffe not I alone. but thoufands more lament, 

His children, friends, and fervaunts poore, with brackith 
feares are {prenit. 

But oh! you fillie poore, whom neede doth nip and pearce, 
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With hart, with hand, with might and maine, your heapes 
of woe rehearfe. 

Crye out of cruell death for reaving your reliefe : 

You are the wightes that have (God wott) the greateft 
caufe of griefe. 

When hunger faintes your heartes, when you with cold 
fhall freafe, 

The lacke of Ayleworths foode and fire your ftarved limms 
to eafe. 

When might would marre your right, his counfell found 
and fure, 

His open purfe to pleade your caufe, the paines he put 


in ure. 

When you (poore foules) fhall miffe with him that was 
your ftay, 

Then fhall your griefes appeare as greene as hee had dyde 
to day. 


Thefe were his fruites of faith, thefe almes hee did of zeale: 
Hee wayde no fhowe, his woordes in workes the Gofpell 
did reveale. 


E-xhortatio. 


O life of much availe! O worldlings it infue! 

So fhall you not be ledde by gold, but gold be rulde 
by you ; 

So fhall you keepe him bright, that mouldeth in your cheft, 

So shall the world fpeake well of you, your confcience fo 
inerelt. 

The fweeteft joyes of all, though death your farewell give, 

So, fo; your foules with his in heaven, your fames on earth 

shall live. 


CS SR 
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An Epitaphe, in the order of an admonition, written on the 
death of his verie friend, Fohn Note, of Grayes 
Inne, Gent. Untimely flaine the 
2. of November 1575. 


With teares in thought imprint, both frem and knowen 
frende, 

Three fpeciall notes of much availe, by Notes untimely ende. 

1. Note firft his honeft life of every fort was lovd, 

Learned hee was and vertuous both, his manhoode 
throughly prov’d. 

A gallant witte hee had, the which hee governde fo 

As did content all fortes of men, when caufe the ufe 
did show. 

Hee had both health and wealth, his fortune was to hard; 

And yet, in f{pite of froward chaunce, Fame shall his ver- 


tues gard. 

2 His life would followed bee, his death forwarnes his 
friends 

(A note of worth) of quarreling, that ftill with mifchiefe 
endes ; 


And yet with fuch abufe I meane not him to tuch, 

But this I fay (hee prov’d it true) by once hee fought 
to much. 

3. An other note hee leaves, the which to show I quake: 

His fpeeding wound fo reft his fenfe, as word hee never 
fpake. 

Gods pleafure in the caufe I leave for to difpute: 

Hee knewe his thoughts, wee knewe his life ; then judge 

t'were better mute. 
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Yet learne you by his fate (if you examples feare) 
You have no charter of your life; then beft you do prepare 
Your felves eche houre to die, leaft you be tarde tooke, 
You are here warnd with over proofe: into your confcience 
looke. 
flora mortis incertifiima. 


An Epitaphe on the death of his efpeciall Sriend, Thomas 
Cornelius, Gent, flaine in the Prince of Orenge 
his fervice in Holland. 


You luftie youthes that fometime were his friends, 
Cornelius life here may you lively reade: 

In fpite of death his vertues never endes, 

Whofe worthie pathes are meete for you to treade, 
At home hee feeld in any quarels fell : 

All fortes hee pleafd, hee ufde himfelfe fo well. 


When Flufhing frayes were roung with fweete report 
Our Englith youthes poft haft them thether hie, 
Where as they found (Godwot) but forrie {port, 
Farre from the fpeach that of the gaine did flie, 
With whom in hope, who hap did well deferve, 
Away hee goes the Orenge prince to ferve. 


, 


And plafte at length amonge the drunken Dutch, 
Hee quite forgot hee went to fight for pence. 
The marke of fame was that hee fought to touch, 
The which he hit, before hee parted thence : 
With flender pay at firft hee was content, 
And yet his minde ftil with the foremoft went. 


Though harebrainde youthes at fuch preferment fpurne, 
And gape for charge ere they them felves can guide, 
Although hee had of friends to ferve his turne, 

Hee left fuch fute, till his defert were tride, 

In all al-armes to fight hee foone was preft, 

In heate of blowes as forward as the beft. 


That hee unfawe, fyld, fkirmifhes there were, 
(Such paines hee tooke to fcale the fort of fame,) 
The coine hee had hee grudged not to fhare 

For their reliefe that fickly were or lame: 

Of every fort thus wonne hee worthie praife, 
From beft to worft that ferv’d in Holland frates. 


Two yeares and more hee tafted fouldiers toiles, 
And did efcape when other men were flaine ; 
But keeping ftill a coile in bloudie broiles, 

(I fighe to fhow) God wot, he caught his baine. 
Who being dead, though no man may revive, 
Yet fhall my Mufe his vertues keepe alive. 


Mors honefta ignominiofe vite preferenda. 


Whetftons invective againft Dice. 


My Mufe to mount Parnaffus hill 
Which whilom tokft delight, 

Faire Venus joyes to fet to vew, 
And wray blind Cupids fpite, 

Go fhrowde thy felfe in Limbo lake, 
This dririe tale to tell, 
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Of dice, to figure forth the frute, 
A fecond fhowe of hell : 

There crave the ayde of wrathfull fprites, 
The authors of this art, 

And joyne with them fuch hellifh impes, 
As waytes to woorke our fmart. 

For fure their plagues to paint aright, 
Befeemeth well the toile 

Of him that pend the paines of hell, 

How Plutoes thralles do broile. 

The luftie youth, with lyving left, 

Whofe woe is wealth and eafe, 

To line his purfe with powling fines, 

His tenaunts pence doth feafe : 

Then doth hee beare a loftie faile, 

As one that dreads no want, 

Thefe fneaking curs now raunge abrode, 
To finde this novis haunt. 

One bitten dog above the reft, 

Doth great acquaintaunce crave, 

Whofe kindred blafde, and friendship voucht, 
Hee treates of counfell grave. 

Truft me, good cus, truft mee, hee cries, 
When firft I left my guide, 

This towne did weave my webbe of cares, 
Before that craft I {pyde. 

Eche shifting flave did fearch the meane 

A. mate to make mee meete: 

Then hee the names bewrayes of fome 
Himfelfe to make him fweete. 

The luftie brute which feares no fraude, 
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Doth count his cunning blift, 

Who thinkes he hath a faint in hand, 

Yet shakes fyr Sathans fift. 

Their friendship new, by greeting oft, 

Now grafted in their breft, 

His kindred coynde in coufners {tampe, 
Invites him as his gueft ; 

Who kindly thankes him for his coft, 

And craves amends to make, 

Then trudge they to fome tabling houfe, 
Their hunger for to flake. 

Where daintie fare great {tore they finde, 
Their naperie faire and {weete, 

And gallants gay with conges kinde 

Their comming for to greete. 

A bounfing gyrle they fildome miffe, 

To furnifh forth their meffe, 

Whofe chyrping tongue with pleafaunt {peach 
Dotiwcheare her-chofen gefie. 

There fhall you heare defcribed plaine 

Eche forreine towne and towre, The table 
Augmented newes of warlike frayes, eas 
Where fortune late did lowre. 

As cold as fnow fome couch their fcoffes, 
And fome to rayling preft, 

In plefaunt {peach fome play the k. 

And makes thereon a jeatt: 

And fome fo plainly figures forth 

The fruites of Venus court, 

That honeft eares doth fcorne to heare 

Their vaine and vile report. 


The feareleffe 
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Their dinner done, they leave this {peach ; 
The gamfters call for dice, 

Where pofting Jacke to rub the bord 
Doth come even with a trice. 

To you, you furies, now I leave 

This foule abufe to wray, 

Their foyfting thiftes my Mufe doth mafe, 
Their othes my pen doth fray. 

Tenne mine! alowde fome cogger cryes, 
Three mine! fome youth doth fay, 

Gods bloud! eleven (well fworne, in faith) 
The cafter cryes to pay. 

Sixe is the maine, what do you fett ? 
Well tenne to fixe I have. 

Two fines (Gods hart !) then for the houfe, 
The boxer ftreight doth crave. 

And nine, come ye and nine this crowne: 
Well, chaunce atuit Ifay, 

Aumes afe (Gods wounds!) t’is not my lucke 
Two maynes to throwe this day. 

Some hypocrites do murder othes, 

Faire gamfters for to feeme, 

But of both evils to choofe the beft, 

The doubt were hard I deeme. 

Perhaps fome gallant fortune hauntes, 
Good hap his hand doth guide, 
His purfe aflote, within his breft 
Doth lurke difdainfull pride. 

Then roifts hee in his ratling filkes, 
And fortes with Venus dames, 
Whofe luring lookes inforce his heart 
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To frie in Cupids flames. 
To traine him in, hee fhall injoy 

Eche outward fhow of bliffe: 

In fecrete {port they wilbe coy, 

They feare to do amiffe. 

A fute of laune my lady lackes, 

Or elfe fome trifling cheane ; 

A cawle of gold, and other knackes, 
My novis purfe muft gleane. 

The haggard, then, that checkt of late, 
Will ftoupe to fancies lure, 

And inward bend at every becke, 

No ftorme fhall chaunge procure. 

Her chriftall eyes fhall {till be fixt, 

To ftare uppon his face ; 

Her daintie armes fhall try their force 
Her lover to imbrace; 

Her rubie lippes by ftelth fhee will 
Bee joyning unto his, 

With courage vaunft her friend to force 
To fall to Venus bliffe. 

Then will fhee play Galatheas part, 
To make his joy more fweete, 

By ftriving yeeld, who never thought 
From fuch devife to fleete. 

To frame excufe for late offence, 

The queane will cog apace, 

She will alledge his fugred woordes, 
His gallant giftes of grace 

So wrought within her horifh minde, 
As naught availde defence 
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For to withftand his fharpe affaultes : 
Shee lyes, tt was his pence. 

Naught craving for her kindnes fhowen, 
Save conftancie in him, 

Then fhee that rues her chaftice f{poild 

In feas of joyes fhall fwim. 

Which fubtile fpeach doth force her friend 
Within his minde to fay, 

In beuties fhowe my choice doth paffe 
Syr Paris peareleffe pray. 

Adventrous boye, now bathe in bliffe, 

In fcorne of fortunes rage, 

Thy good fucceffe in former futes 

Good happe doth {till prefage. 

But all this while his purfe is ficke, 

It purgeth more and more: 

Then runnes hee to his former vaine, 

To cure his foudaine fore; 

Where coemates, if hee chaunce to lacke, 
The devill is in the rome ; 

The maifter will fupply the want, 

Till more refort doth come: 

Who chiefely in this hellifh houfe 

Doth God in peeces teare, 

With quicke repentaunce then hee cries, 
A beaft hee is to fweare. 

Which woordes more true is then his othe, 
When moft hee cogs and fcowle, 

For one may fhape an oxes fconce 

By patterne of his jowle. 

My younge mans purfe, that earft was ficke, 
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Here reapes but fmall reliefe ; 
His newe receite doth fcowre to fait, 

Cheape Side muft cure his griefe. 
Then to the goldfmithes ftraight hee runnes, 
Where moft his credite is; 

Crackt angels there be currant coyne, 

Eight fhillinges worth a peece. 

Foure pound in twentie for a moneth, 

In faith is pretie gaine, 

The lender may well live thereon, 

The paiment is the paine. 

Then, as a man with love once matcht 

At length yet wonne the fort, 

His lady, yeelding to his luft, 

Doth thyrft for Venus fport: 

So doth this youth to be at dice, 

Thinke every houre three, 

One bone was fure the frame of both, 
Insnaturellothey, gree: 

Now fortune frownes, that late did laughe, 
To quite him for his fcorne, 

Ill lucke doth chaunge his chaunce of gaine, 
Good lott is quite forlorne. 

One by and maine at every throw, 

His angell runnes aftray ; 

He fretts and fumes, and ftamps and {ftares, 
Hee leaves a maine to pay. 

His fetters fome they loofers bee, 

They will not fo be ferwd ; 

They wilbe paid, Gods wounds! his hart 
Forthwith fhall els be carvd. 
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With monie loft, his couler ftirde. 

Hee bids them do their wortlt, 

And if they dare appoint the place, 
Gods bloud! hee wilbe firft. 

The box then at his bofom goes, 

His dagger now hee drawes, 

They parted are, they do agree, 

Abrode to try them dawes, 

Then Smithfield ruffians flocke apace, 
And Fleteftrete hackfters hew : 

The enimies meete, of irckfom hell 
They do prefent the thew, 

Draw! draw! the villaines kill! they cry, 
Then fome do fhewe their {trength ; 

Some thruft five yeards, ere foe do come, 
To keepe him out at length. 

The broken blades they buffe about, 
The more the cutlers gaine: 


Some hops for neede, which faine would go, 


Some lies in ftreate nie flaine. 

Some flovins fleues will buttoned bee, 
That downe theyr weapons fall ; 

The barber waites, the Wenniad wights 
Lookes like the whited wall. 

To rue his hap on every fide 

His fained friends do flocke ; 

His minion kinde to wray his wounds 
Will now beftow her fmocke. 

Not all for griefe of his mifchaunce 


This kindnes they do fhowe, 


But greedie gaping after gaine, 
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If death fhould eafe his woe. 
His daunger paft by furgions art, 

They do prefent tlfeir bill, 

The which defraide (with other charge) 

His feeble purfe doth kill. 

He keeping home, when debtes were due, 
And payment none was made, 

Doth breede miftruft in merchants minds ; 
His credite ginns to vade. 

To fell his land full loth hee is, 

A thred hee fairely fpinnes, 

To morgage it hee fully minds, 

To thrive hee now beginnes. 

Now blewberds bagges doth beare the fway, 
Old fnudges fmell him out, 

Good fimple foules, they plainly meane, 
Mettraverfe even doubt 

An hundredth pound they venter will, 

On land five hundreth worth; 

In fcriveners craft confift their lawe, 

Poore fubtile men, forfooth. 

The ruddockes redde do tempt his eyes, 
The inftruments be made: 

In faith, to fowre his fweete recéite 

Before digeftion had, 

Some unadvifed ftatute hee, 

Without defefaunce wrought, 

Doth enter in: thefr gold to gaine, 

Their guiles he feareth nought. 

They perchment reape, hee gold doth gleane: 
Who toyles in ftraiteft yoke, 
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For prefent f{tate, I will not judge, 
ITereafter {trikes the ftroke. 

Now hee, for feare of fergeants fauce 
That ficknes late did faine, 

In every ftreate which fight prefents 
His prefence you may gaine. 

The mercers bookes for filkes bee croft, 
His debtes bee now defraide ; 

The remnaunt doth the dice confume, 
Of all which worft is paide. 

Redeeming day drawes on a pace, 

His monie cleane is gone, 

His creditors, through late miftruft, 
Forfooth will lend him none. 

Then doth hee trudge to Holdfaftes houfe, 
His great diftreffe to wray, 

Of him to get a longer time 

His monie for to pay; 

Who aunfwers fayre, that God forbid 
My confcience I fhould ftretch, 

To take advauntage of a day, 

(Oh falfe diffembling wretch !). 

The fained woordes hee fimply truftes, 
The merchant did accord, 

As though bare wordes were good difcharge 
For matters of recorde. | 

Now is he forft to try his friendes 

His monié to provide, 

Where he on flocks may fee them fleete, 
Which fawned in his pride. 

Yet fome there be for his diftreffe, 
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Whofe harts with bale wil bleede, 

And findes the meane to lend him coyne: 
Well fare a friend in neede! 

Advaunft with joy, to pay his pence 

In hafte now is he gone, 

But cut throte gives a cooling carde, 

For monie he will none: 

His lande is his, by forfaite plaine, 
Which is too fweete to lofe ; 

For kindneffe yet he will be franke, 

He playes now with his nofe. 

Holde! twentie poundes, befides to drinke: 
How like ye of this match ? 

For five to have fiftene with him, 

In faiths butasinatch: 

The youth againe will have his lande, 

Or elfe (Gods wounds !) he fweares, 

The pillorie for coufining him 

Shall moth eate both his eares. 

And in this chafe he doth depart, 

Sub penas for to fetch, 

Which raunge abroade in every ftreate, 
To catch the coufining wretch ; 

Who caught, his prankes of deepe deceite 
The youthlings plaint bewrayes, 

And fhewes, ere time of forfeit came, 

He gave him longer dayes. 

To anfwere which, denying all, 

The craftie carle now f{peedes. 

With rough reply the plaintive foothes, 
His plaint of truth proceedes. 


A cooling 
carde. 


Lewde 
counfell, 


Comina gaunt, 
alias a ferpent. 
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The gnawing worme of confcience vile 
Now bites at Blewbeards brech, 

He feares fol fa, in coufners cliffe 

His eares too hye fhall ftretch ; 

Which makes him trudge to finde his mates, 
The frie of Sathans crue, 

For to confult how to avoyde 

The fhame that might enfue. 

The packe of knaverie then they ope, 
Their craftie bondes they viewe. 

One fhifting knave a forfeit findes 

To make their enimie rue. 

The reft with open mouth doth crye 

To catch poore coufenee, 

By durance hard to make him yeald, 
Which elfe would not agree. 

Then lay they traines of comin feede 

To toll this pigeon in, 

Whofe chiefeft feathers foone be pulde, 
Once f{narled in their gin. 

The Counter ferves him for a cage, 

Where breeding holes there be, 

But lover lights, to fcape away, 

This dove cote lackes, we fee. 

For him that earft did raunge abroade, 
This ayre is not fit: : 

The Bench, he thinks, more freedome hath, 
For to refrefh his wit. 

More hafte then needes, he findes a meane 
His caufes to remeeve, 

And that the body come with him, 
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The writ doth charge the fhreeve. 

Well mand then comes he to the barre, 
The judge commaundes away, 

Then tipftaves fnatch him up in hafte, 
They make ne long delay. 

Safe lockt they leave him under charge, 
Untill the court doth rife, 

Then guarded to the merfhals houfe 
This luftie gallant hies ; 

Who paffing through the porters lodge, 
Then findes no Jjefting game, 

For Burton with his booke of doome 
Requefteth him his name. 

Roger Woodcocke of unthriftes rowe: 
What! gentleman or {quire ? 

Ten grotes and two pence you muft pay, 
I do but right require. 

Which payd, a while to viewe the houfe, 
He lets him go at large, 

But foone the vermine comes againe, 
To give the fecond charge: 

Your worfhip knowes the loffe, fayth he, 
My maifter fhould fuftaine, 

If any prifoner should efcape, 

Their eafe his little gaine ; 

And therefore each of you he may 

By lawe in yrons lay, 

Yet he for pitie trufteth you, 

Your penance is to pay 

For them three halfpence in the pound, 
Your actions yeald thus much, 


A gentle 
admittance 


A gentle 
perfuation. 


The Kings 
Benche never 
without a fub- 
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Which trifle for your eafe to give, 
Your worship neede not grutch: 
Then may you in the garden walke, 
When you have payd your fees. 
Thus every way the poore is pincht, 
To plucke him on his knees. 

An anfwere faire the prifoner makes, 
Which doth content the time, 

Then he to feeke his fellow mates 
The ftayres ftraight doth clime. 
Some fubtile lawyer foone he findes, 
Who great acquaintance craves, 

To whome he shewes his luckleffe lot, 
Enforft by shifting flaves ; 

And laftly, to his fkill commends, 
If yron fees be due? 

Extortion plaine, the lawyer faith: 
‘lis wordes be very true ; 

The ftatute here at large I have, 
Set downe for prifoners eafe: 

The gaylor can by lawe receive 

A groate; no more Horfees: 

And in your other caufes I 

The {nudge will sharply yoke: 


But looke your counfell lackes no coyne, 


For monie {trikes the ftroke. 
Which monie killes the heart of him, 
Whome prefent neede doth pine, 
Yet he at firft do share him fees, 
As though he had a mine, 

And, all on hoyh, he rashly reakes 
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His prifonment a fcorne, 
And vainely vaunts, to plague his foe, 
Till Saturday at morne. 

Corrections then be sharply given 

To them which monie lackes, 

Now Burton comes for yron fees ; 

My youth now ftoutly crakes, 

If he extort where is no right, 

The ftatute to prepare, 

And fweares to make him pay the paine, 
And damage for his share. 

But here no lawe nor right do rule, 

Ne vaileth threats nor crakes ; 

With boltes and fhackles on his fhins, 
His loaden heeles he fhakes. 

Where late was golde, an yron chaine 
Do well befeeme the necke, 

His wryftes, in fteade of braflets brave, 
With manacles be deckt. 

And nowe they will him coole his fecte, 
He cloyde with yrons great, 

For all his lawe is glad to pay, 

Yea, more then that, entreate. 

Thus he that thought Caribdis rockes 
By wifedome to efcape, 

By follie fell in Sillaes gulfe 

His greater griefes to fhape. 

How {peedes he now in all his fuites, 
When all his pence be fpent ? 

Unfeed do lawyers ply his caufe, 

Till newe receit of rent ? 
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Nay, Niclas xzhil dicet fure, 

To nip him to the hart, 

In execution layes him up, 

For feare that he fhould ftart. 

He faft, his fained friends yet free, 

To fee him be not rath, 

And Mynx, his minion, hath a mate, 
And leaves him in the lath. 

For, haggard like, fhe will not ftoope, 
But where fhe gets her pray ; 

His coyne confumd, his courage coolde, 
In hope fhe will not ftay. 

What reftes nowe to this luckleffe man ? 
What pen his woes can wray ? 

Of friends forlorne, of freedome reit: 
And he at beggers bay. 

Thus gaulde with griefe, his lawyer yet 
This flender fhift doth ufe, 

And fayth that prifoners be opprett, 
And all men do refufe 

To eafe their wants; and therefore fure 
The beft is to agree : 

He may the better plague his foes, 
Abroad when he is free. 

Which freedome fo doth feede his hart 
Whome prefent: bondage nippes, 

That he, through hope before his hap, 
For joy now hops and fkips ; 

And then in haft for Holdfaft fends, 


Agreement tor to makes 


J 


But once or twife he muft be praid, 


Ere hee the paines will take: 

And then with one or two he comes, 
And up and downe he jets. 

Nowe do I fmile to fhewe the fpeach 
Betwixt thefe counterfets. 

The youth, that roughly rayld of late, 
A pitious plaint doth paint, 

The divell him felfe in Chriftian fhewe 
Doth counterfet a faint ; 

But after many wordes of griefe, 
That either part can fay, 

The youth perforce the candle holdes, 
And beares the blame away ; 

And gladly yealdes him felfe in fault, 
Whofe craving fuite nowe is, 

That cutthrote will releafe him of 
The penance of his mis, 

And take fuch order as they both 

In friendly league may live. 
(ihemmore-thatihe in pritons{pendes, 
The leffe he hath to give, 


As though that confcience mov’d his mynd, 


The merchant doth lament, 


Through peevish pride and hautie hart, 


His pence and time mifpent, 
And order takes his owne the gaine, 
The loffe he leaves to him, 


Which thought, without dame wifdomes bark, 


In feas of joyes to {wimme. 
From prifon free, he nothing myndes, 
The ftatute to prefare, 
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The one 
through ne- 
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other through 
hypocrifie. 
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verified. 
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Nor for the coufning fhiftes he ufde 
To cloy the churle with care, 

But runnes unto his former vaine, 

If ought he have to play. 

To pofting then he fomewhat puts, 
His commons to defray : 

Some cheater haply will him teach 
Some coging trickes at dice, 
Whereby he may mainteine him felfe, 
If therein he be wife. 

Then is he fet a fale to toule 

Some other yonkers in, 

To make them bite at unthrifts bayte, 

While he their pence doth win. 

Some can not brooke this fervile life, 

But needes in ventures barge 

Will feeke a price ; but howe they fpeede 

I leave to shewe at large. 

The fweete report of fouldiers gaine, 

By them that lacke the fower, 

Perfuadeth ftraight fome ventrous mynde 
To fcale dame Fortunes bower: 

But Flushing frayes hath wrought fuch feare, 
That they fufpend their hope. 

If one did gaine, then two were flaine, 
The third did ftretch a rope; : 
And beggers moft returnd againe 
Unto their native foyle, 

For Holland yealded little thrift, 

In lue of all their toyle. 

And fome with trifles feekes to thrive, 


But fewe do fpeede fo well, 
And with a litle haply learnes 
Repentance for to fpell. 

The ferving man, that plyes this vaine, 
A fhorter cut doth make; 

He hath no fines to fill his purfe, 

Nor racked rents to rake: 

His way for to fupply his want, 

Is by the Scottish cog, 

But finely he muft ftrike his dye, 
Leaft yrons do him clog. 

And worfe then that, to make him fure 
In hafte doth hangman fpeede, 

Where he in cogging winnes the coate, 
For that he {trikes him dead. 

The plowman, and the pooreft fort, 
Which toyles and fowes the foyle, 
And fixe pence by the day doth gaine 
In recompence of toyle, 

If he at night confume at play 

The price of all his hire, 

His wife with hunger well may fterve, 
His children freefe for fire: 

O horned hap of hatefull harme ! 

O venom vile to tell! 

O greedie gulfe of endleffe griefe ! 

O horror next to hell ! 

O foule infection, fraught with care! 

O finke, of fuch a fent 

Which never leav’ft thy poy{ned thrals, 
‘ill all their wealth betpent! 
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For not in vaine Agrippa writ, 
The fiends of yre you made, 
An art moft fit for hellifh ympes, 
And not for Chriftians trade : 
Pride. A fpring from whence all vice did flowe, 
Of peevifh pride the nurfe, 
For note, the dicer royites in filke, 
When pence be pert in purfe. 
Lecheric. Then muft he preafe in pleafures court, 
To be of Venus traine, 
Which foone will purge his foggie purfe 
From all their pinching paine. 
Sloth. His body earft that able was 
Yo ferve at eache allay, 
By floth &c. is fo weake, 
That faintneffe bids him ftay. 
To fhewe the valure of his mynde, 
Till natures griefe be eafde, 
His feareleffe othes will feare the divell, 
When loffe hath him difpleafde. 
Wrath. When malice moves him to revenge, 
His quarels do excell ; 
His careleffe flafhing at his foe 
Doth wray the fourme of hell. 


Biafphemie. 


Gluttonie. An epicure for his fare, 
Covetoufneffe. Such is his coftly cates, 
His mynde is bent to inatch and icatem 
Yea more, to rob his mates. 
Defpaire. When all is fpent and credite crackt, 
Defpaire then ftrikes the ftroke, 
And makes him gape in hope of plumbes, 
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For pence will fhun his poke. 

And thus you heare in ragged ryme, 
For fo be feemes the worke, 

What veines of vice, what lakes of loffe, 
In dogged dice doth lurke; 

For loftie verfe unfitly ferves 

To paint the plagues of hell, 
‘Vheughmot the tame, yet next thereto: 
This dogrell rime doth tell. 


How youthes, from rod to freedome leapt, The fum of the 
; whole dif- 
Are thrall to {harper whips, courfe. 


Whom coufner firft, whom cutthrote next, 
Whome lawyer laftly nips. 

The Draunches cf the coufners tree 

Are whordome, theft, and pride; 

From cutthrotes rout doth bondage {pring, 
With loffe on every fide. 

The lawyer lickes that they have left, 
And lets him finke or {wim ; 

Pure neede then makes him leane on thofe 
Haiwearte did: lives by him: 

Although at large I here do touch 

Each vice in his degree, 

A fpeciall meaning hath my wordes 

Lo graunt that fome there’ be, 

By rules of lawe which rightly live, 

And not which rules the lawe, 
Tomrrett.the fenie toilemve their turne, 
Their clyents coyne to clawe. 

Some merchaunts rife by honeft meanes, 
And not by craftie thiftes ; 


Nceptions, 
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Some tabling halles, in fayth, I judge 
Are free from cheters driftes, 

The which I truft will not repine, 
Or quite my toyle with blame, 

Nor yet the guiltie well may grudge 
Which wifely wayes the fame. 


’ 


Quod nocet docet. 


fiftre apples of admonition, late growing on the tree of good 
government : beftowed on his e/peciall friends and 
and companions, the Gentlemen of 
Furntvals In. 


Serve, love, and dread you God on high, obey your prince 
Olipearlhy 
Unto your betters dutie fhewe, be they by rule or byrth. 


Live you within the bounds of lawe, and tether of your fee ; 
lor lightly after one yeares ftore, of fcarcitie commeth three. 


Ufe ftudie when your wittes are frefh, and apteft to 
conceive ; 

But ftudie not the fruites of fraud, your neighbour to 
deceive. | 


Ufe exercife with fuch a meane, as workes your bodies 
wealth ; 

And too much toyle doth hinder ftrength, and floth im- 

payreth health. 
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Make choice to choofe fuch companie as are of honeft fame, 
For to be feene with thriftleffe men impayreth your good 
name, | 


Ufe modeftie in all your words, defpraife no man too much, 
For lavifh fpeach breeds great unreft in you and them 
you tuch. 


Make you no fhewe of fuch conceit how others you excell, 
For if you doe, the wife will fay, wit with a foole doth dwell. 


Inforce your felfe filence to ufe when others tell a tale, 
For babble then both troubleththem, and fets your wits 
to fale. 


Have care to ufe fome recompence where you beholding are, 
For, truft me, with ingratitude no honeft mynde can bare. 


What fo your friend commits to you be ever fecrete found: 
Who gives his toung much libertie doth all his body 
wound. 


Beware of taylers curious cuts, for they will fhake your 
bags ; 

The merrie meane I holde for beft, tweene royfting filkes 
and rags. 


The tipling taverne, and fuch like, to haunt have {mall 
defire ; 
Of all reports it is the worft to be a drunken fquire. 
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Who quarels much hath care enough, with mifchiefe oft he 
ends: 

Saunce need throw not your felvs in brals, in need affift your 
friends, 


Shun you the trains of wanton dames, whofe bayts are fweet 
etal 

But yet, in truth, helth, welth, and fame, the courtefan doth 
watt. 


As high way unto beggerie beware of dogged dice ; 
The greateft caufe of blafphemie, a vaine of filthie vice. 
co) 


Out of the merchants jurnals keepe, buy fildome wares on 
Er be 
Such ufurie bites above the reft, do try it who fo luft. 


In neede make choice to fell out right, before you morgage 
lande; 
What fo befalls, looke for no grace at any cutthrotes hande. 


Looke what you feale, read ere you feale; therein truft no 
mans truth, 

And writings feald, keepe fafe your owne, left had I wift 
enfuth. 


Have great regard to furetifhip: all is not golde that thines, 
Yet ftretch your felves to help your friend with penurie that 
pines. 


When wedlock life doth like your mynde, match with a 
vertuous mayde ; 
The mifchiefe of the contrarie a plague next hell is fayd. 
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And married wel, the citie leave ; fing then Pierce Plowmans 
fong, 
For women, ufde to London once, will ever thether long. 


Where fo you live, have great regarde to ufe your neighbor 
well: 
A good report, in my conceit, doth riches farre excell. 


What fome confume in painted pride good houfe keep you 
withal ; 
Relieve the poore in any cafe ; let chaps walke in your hall. 


Intreate your honeft fervant well, give him his hired due ; 
The flatterer, and the make bate wretch, in any wife efchue. 


Account that wrangling in the lawe is enimie to reft, 
A fpoyle of fame, a loffe of time, a theefe that robs your cheft. 


This reckoning make, to ferve your felves you are not only 
born ; 
Your countrie, friends, and children looke each one for fom 


good turn. 


Three forts of men, with fpeciall care, falve you their needy 
eriete ; 
The fcholer forced from his booke abroad to feeke reliefe, 


The fouldier fpoyled in the wars, whofe haffard works your 


peace, 
And next the fimple husbandman, who toyles for your in- 


creafe. 
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So fpend your time, as you may leave fome monument of 
fame: 
Preferre an honeft death before a life prorog’d with fhame. 


Quod cavere poffis, fiultum eft admittere. 


A Caveat to G. W. at his going into Fraunce : written 
by his friend R. C. 


Poft haft fince fo thou mak’ft the coaft of Fraunce to fee, 

Thy frends advice in baren verfe, good George, yet take with 
thee. 

Have thou a haught difdaine, which art a Bryttan bred, 

At thy returne to prove howe that French follies filles thy 
hed ; 

In native foyle difguifed, thy felfe God thield thou fhowe, 

In coate, in cloake, in hat, in hofe, a French man like to go: 

French fhoes, made faft with pointes, in doublets fyde and 
wide, 

Which French men weare (God wot) for eafe, fute not thy 
felfe through pride. 

What tendeth to thy thrift, to folow not refufe: 

Keepe thou one fervant and no more, but not, as French 
men ufe, 

For wages pay not words, as is the guife of Fraunce. 

Array him not in tattered rags, french like, or nakt to daunce. 

One meale, no more, a day is pittance very {mall, 

To like wel of fuch french like fare few Englith yeomen 
fall. 

Let gefture, words, nor weedes, inforce thy friends to fay, 

Behold a Frenchman wher he flaunts! if face be turn’d away. 
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Which face I'rench like to fute, good George, take fpeciall 
heede, 

In tafte the baites are very fweete, that do fuch cankers 
breede. 

For to pronounce thy wordes, yea, French and all firft lofe, 

Afore thou fpoyle thy Englifh tong with fnufling in the nofe. 

Thou knoweft what I meane, thy wit is good and quicke, 

Yet wife men oft, before they looke, faft in the myre fticke. 

But ere thou rathly leape, the ditches I reveale ; 

The plaineffe of my mufe bewrayes, my warning is of zeale. 

My joy thy profite great, if thy returne do fhowe 

Thy travell tends to countries good, not French man like to 
SOE. 

The rage of retchleffe youth thy travell did allay, 

And not thereby with proudeft thewe to roy{t in garments 
Say, 

That thou canft yeald account what is the countries ftate, 

What newes of note do run abroade, as well of love as hate. 

Witeieuriits thy friends expect at thy returne to reape ; 

But ftay I here, into advice my mufe too farre doth creepe. 

She ment not to direct how thou fhouldft ufe thy time, 

She ment French follies, for thy heede, to touch in naked 
rime: 

Well, fince fhe rovd fo farre, alowe what fhe hath fayde, 

My inward with (for thy avayle) fhe hath no more but wrayde. 


Vive et vale. 


Whetfions Dreame. 


I waying once my harmes by others health, 
By juft account I found the felfe fame thing 
MM 


Patience. 
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Which weand my wo did worke anothers wealth, 
Which wrought my pain to fome did pleafure bring: 
Thus, cloyd with care, to fee my lucklefse lot, 

My fenfes fayld, as though I were a fot. 


Yet Sopors beaimes fo could not cleare my breft, 
But ftormes of care did fhower in my thought ; 
Thus flumber fweete did yeald but little reft, 

For pinching paine fuppreft that pleafure wrought ; 
But as my woes did wander here and there, 

My thought I fawe an aged man appeare. 


Yet fuch a one as care me feemd to cloy, 

And Patience he did name him felfe to me, 
Who bad me ftraight to bannifh all annoy, 

And of thefe doubtes I foone an end fhould fee: 
Then I with him purfude the moft refort 

Unto a place which feemde a princes court. 


Whereas, my thought, fat crownd a famous queene, 
By due defart to beare the regall fway, 

Whofe princely rule hath feldome earft ben feene, 
As though the gods dame nature did obey, 

That juftice fhould degrade them of each grace, 
Her to inveft with rule of vertues mace. 


Upon whofe grace did nobles grave attend, 
By whofe forefight in peace her fubjects live, 
And valiaunt peeres were ready to defend, 
If forreine force would once adventure give 
By warlike frayes to worke our great unreft, 
With fire, fworde, and piercing fpeare in reft. 
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Within this court, clothed in honef{t fhewe, 

Was _Envie, Hate; Ambition, and Deceit, 

On whome to waite, whereas thefe fiends did go, 
Bafe minded wights were ready at the gate, 
Which never fought that vertue fhould advance 
Their hautie mindes to height of happie chance. 


There might I fee of men another race, 

Which feemd to wayle their woes with weeping eye, 
Whom thefe fame fprites had fhaken once of grace 
By falfe fufpect and filthy flatterie ; 

And well I markt how they did crouch and creepe, 
And all for grace, which evermore did fleepe. 


Then I efpide another valiant crewe, 

Which lookt aloft, by vertue to afpire 

Unto the roome to their defart ydewe, 

If due defart had reapt deferved hire ; 

But vertue gapt, and gained nought but plums, 
For flatterie catcht before they fell the crums. 


Quoth Grayberd then, fuch once was my good hap, 
To be advaunft to height of great renoune, 

But I, too foone, was caught in Envies trap, 
Where falfe fufpeét by flatterie kept me downe ; 
Then patience I, perforce, a vertue made, 

And left with loffe the countries tickle trade. 


The[n] foorth we go into another place 
By outward {hew, where faints, my thought, did fit, 
Whofe gentle fpeach prefaged endlefse grace, 
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Their loofe their gaine, they voucht by facred writ: 
Thefe prelates were ; their words deferv’d their roome, 
But fure their deedes I leave to others doome. 


Hypocrifie did beare a vengeance fway, 

His double tong did bleare the clergies eye; 
Fe {till affirmde, t’was true that they did fay, 
Gainft their device a thoufand woes did cry : 
Mas. Ignoraunce a minifter was made, 

Who babbled much, yet wift not what he fayd. 


Yet fure this clarke did fo in Scriptures creepe, 

As voucht the fame to cloake each crime he could: 
Pafce oves he tooke for grafing fheepe, 

Which well he fed, and daily view’d his fould ; 

And yet this fot with pence procur’d fuch grace, 
As oft he wrought true preachers out of place. 


Then out we goe into a pleafant plaine, 

In armour bright where gallants we elpye: 

The captaine ftird the fouldiers rawe to traine, 

Of fome unwifht, unwares their foes drewe nye: 
The cannon crackes like thunder claps did fing, 
At trumpets found the horfe men forward fling. 


In formoft frunt the feareleffe youthes did fight, 
Which honour fought, and fo with honour dyde: 
The fencer there prov’d not the forwardtt wight, 
Bafe minded Dick the fpoyle, not blowes, applyde: 
The coward yet a loofe did catch a licke, 


As foone as he which throngd among the thicke, 
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When feareleffe blowes had driven their foes away, 
To flath and flay the cowards did not fpare ; 
When fpoile was given, the fouldiers paines to pay, 
Who beft deferv'd did reape the bareft fhare : 
Thus vallor fought, and falfhoode fleeft the fpoile ; 
The coward thriv’de, who leaft of all did toile. 


Thefe bloudie broiles, mee thought, wee then forfooke, 
And foone wee flipt into a ftately hall. 

Now well apayde about the fame I looke, 

For glad I was I fcapt the fouldiers thrall ; 

And proudly then I throngd amid the preace, 

For that their weedes bewrayde the men of peace. 


Within this hall were kept the princes courtes, 
Where lawyers fate as judges in the fame: 

To fhew their griefes more haft then needes refortes, 
Both hie and lowe, the riche and poore of name: 
Pro et contra, for pence at every barre, 

In right and wronge the lawyers were at Jarre, 


In faith, quoth I, thefe men deferveth praife, 

For juftice caufe which thus imployes their paine ; 
But I to[o] hie a note their names did raife: 

In right or wrong they ftill did gape for gaine, 
And as I walkt I faw one wrapt in woe, 

Which much complainde of matter de poft facto. 


Speake, Englifh man, what meanes thefe words ? (quoth I). 
Oh fyr! hee faid, a quillet in the lawe 
Alas it is, which makes mee howle and erie. 
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And looking backe another man I fawe, 
Of whom I afkt, why hee did looke fo glum ? 
Hee plagued was with plees of zon eft factum. 


I, fmyling then to heare the clownith drone, 
By neede inforft to talke hee wift not what, 
But as I learnd the caufe of all his mone, 

More pittie fure, a lawyers friend how that 

To pay him pence did enter into band, 

The which hee feald, and livered with his hand. 


But after, catcht by craft the felfe fame bill, 
The former feale he falflie toke away, 

An other feald the fame which he did fpill, 
And unfufpect the bond there downe did lay, 
Which forfet once, in law they fall at jarre: 
The feale was off was pleaded then in barre. 


There might I fee releaffes finely framde, 
Provided yet, that if fuch thinges were done, 


Which latter wordes, by former force were lamde: 


Who fo releaft a faire thred then hee fpunne, 
With thoufand toyes, which I do here omitt, 
Did coufening craft within his capcafe knitt. 


I lately feard to fee the feareleffe blowes, 
The proud attempes affayd by defperate men, 
Here rouled bookes my manhoode over throwes, 
I durft not bide the truncheon of a pen ; 

Yet well [ markt how mercie bared fway : 

The conquerd wightes were prifoners fent away, 
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But for this grace their raunfome fure was great : 
The gaylor fleeft, the lawyer had a fhare ; 

If pence were {pent, cold yrons made him fweate, 
Hard beds well payde, poore cheere was coftly fare, 
Agreeved much, extortion bare fuch fway, 

To Patience I, meethought, thefe words did fay. 


Can coufening fhiftes thus confcience foyle in fight ? 
Where is no right, may hellhoundes thus extort ? 
Shall perjurie condemne the guiltleffe wight ? 

And may it bee, fuborning fhould fupport 

The lewde in lies, when grace is not their {tay ? 
Can juftice rule a right with parciall fway : 


Content thy felfe, quoth Patience then to mee: 
Good lawes are made to punifh their amiffe, 

But pence their wronge doth couler, oft we fee, 
And want doth ware the poore mans right, I wiffe ; 
And thus thou feeft prefented to thy fight, 

The proverbe old, how might doth maifter right. 


Then out wee goe, I glad to leave this hell ; 
But foone wee flipt into as hard a vaine, 

Where ufurie with bagges of gold did fwell, 
Who much complainde of penall ftatutes paine, 
And joynde with craft the fame for to prevent, 
Now this, now that, the myfer doth invent. 


On cafuall chaunce I may my monie lend, 
Yet haffard fmall fhall happen by my marte: 
If I my wife, my: fervaunt, child, or friend, 


A perilous 
casualtie. 
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Do goe to Powles, and home againe revert, 
Then twentie in the hundred you fhall pay : 
This gaine is fmall, forfooth, doth Holdfaft fay. 


Collufion then did catch him by the backe, 

And feafde his pence, which fonge loth to depart. 
To levey mends the harmles went to wracke ; 
Thus falved was his fore by others fmart. 
Covetoufnes went myching upp and downe, 

His jacket pilde, and threadbare was his gowne. 


But banckrowte fure did brave it with the beft : 

His cape of cloth with velvet linde within, 

His hoafe of filke, with ftitches {traunglie dreft, 
More coft, hee faid, more worfhip did him win; 

But well I markt how foone this pride decayd : 

His heeles he tooke when debtes fhould be defrayd, 


Some kept their houfe, and durft not fhewe their face ; 
Some were betrayde, and came in cutthrotes handes ; 
Then plees of neede did purchafe litle grace, 

Paft ftarting now, they, tyde in Darbyes bandes, 

In prifon vile of force muft lye and rott, 

Till they have paid their debt and coft[s], God wott. 


Then forth wee goe into a paltrie towne, 

Where underprops eche ftagering houfe did {tay. 
I chaunfte to meete a fillie countrie clowne, 

Of whom I afkt, what wrought their townes decay ? 
Who aunfwerd ftraight, your mafships honour fees 
Yond goodly place; that pluckt us on our knees, 
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Yond ftately walles our chiefeft ftones did fteale, 
Which were the ftay unto our feeble farmes, 

For want of ftrength then did our houfes reale, 

And, worfe then that, to worke our greater harmes, 
Inclofures great fo in our commons creepe, 

Where kine wee kept, wee fca[r]fe can keepe a fheepe. 


Yet racked rentes increafe our landlords gaine: 

Wee moile, wee toile, wee worke, both morne and even, 
Our landlords reape reward for all our paine. 

To pay our rentes, and make the world even, 

Doe what we can, wee compaffe very hard, 

With farmers now the wonted world is mard. 


When hee did raife, befides his landlords rent, 

Old gold good ftore, to ferve him at his neede, 

The cribel loafe about his bord then went; 

Salt beefe, good fouce, their hungrie mawes did feede, 
A. ftand of ale hee ever had in {tore, 

Well come, goffipe, a crufe of ale to the dore! 


Then droyling Dicke, and toying Tom did fturre 

To mucke his ground to make a fatter croppe, 

To ferve his hogges poore Madge his maide did fpurre : 
For winters cold he hedge rowes large might loppe, 

To ride abroade he feeldome lackt a mare, 

And in this fort the fermers life did ware. 


But now, God wott, our rentes we hardly pay, 
To barlie cruftes is turnde our cribel bread, 


Where beefe, brawne, fouce, our hungers did allay, 
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On cruddes and cheefe wee hungerly do feede, 
A pecke of malte doth make him ale good {tore : 
Wellcome, goffip; no drinke now to the dore. 


Where Hicke and Tom, his boyes, about did moyle, 
He delves, hee digges, he labours for his hire, 

And Joane his wife, perforce herfelfe doth droyle: 
In fteede of woode now peftrow makes good fire ; 
Where earft hee ridde abroade uppon his nagge, 
For falling now on tenne toes hee doth lagge. 


Thus John Adroynes did wray the farmers woe, 

And I mee thought did pittie much their want. 
Quoth Patience then, now time doth ferve to fhowe 
The caufe why care thy heavie hart doth haunt ; 
Thou fayeft thy want is weade with others wealth, 
Thy harmes are payfte with weighes of others health. 


Good reafon why thou viewdft in courtiers trade, 
Both good and bad a like did gaine expecte. 

A like? not fo, the good by vertuous ayde, 

The bad did feeke by traynes of falfe fufpect 

The beft to throw, from grace defpite to fpell, 
Whilft they by craft did catch fuch crummes as fell. 


Now hypocrites, with fhew of honeft life, 
In favour creepes, when goodmen be difdainde. 

Now fouldiers winne the field with bloudy knife, 

When cowards filch which their adventure gainde: 
Now cutthrotes thrive where confcience beares no fway, 
When fimple men with want are worne away. 
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Loe! thus thou feeft the toyle of good and badde, 
Thy owne the choice their want or wealth to fhunne, 
The good with care when craft with coft is cladde ; 
Yet if thou meanft the good mans race to runne, 

Of Patience here receive dame Vertues fheeld, 
Which to thy fame a fure force will yeeld. 


Noe poore mans cry the confcience large fhal blame, 
Ne common fpeach a cutthroate will thee call, 
Report of craft then fhall not wronge thy fame, 

Ne men will fay thy pride will have a fall. 

This bone he caft for mee to gnaw upon, 


And faid, Adieu; of force I muft begon. 


I waking then amafed, in my minde 
Through this my dreame, gan checke my bufie braine, 
But better wayde fome fruite therein I finde, 
Which aunfwers full of this report the paine, 
And craves a place of dutie with the reft, 
Provided yet the reader do not wreft 


My wordes amiffe ; which doe no evill import, 
To taunt the lewde, to praife the good a worke ; 
A fancie framde to teach the fimple fort 

What huge deceite in honeft {hew doth lurke ; 
A toy to warne the lewd by others fhame 

To fhunne fuch faultes as breedeth filthie blame. 
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Inventions of P. Plasmos touching 


his hap and hard fortune, unto the which 
2s annexed the fundree complaintes of foure notable 
coufeners, the inftrumentes of his greateft troubles ; 
which, in the prime of their mifchievous enterprifes, 
with foudaine death and vexation were {traungelie 
vifited. At the end of every of the faid inven- 
tions, for the more plaine knowledge 
of them, is the Reporters ad- 
monition in profe, both plea- 
fant and profitable. 


Lhe Reporter. 

I have (good reader) at large reported the adventures of 
P. Plafmos, intermixte with thefe following inventions, to- 
gether with the complaint of certaine coufeners. And fure 
the labour ftande very well with my owne contentment, for 
that the accidents of his evil fortunes might have fore- 
warned other younge gentlemen to have fhunde the like 
follies ; and that the fall of the faid coufeners might have 
taught other greedie carrens to have refpeét unto their con- 
{ciences. And nowe to the condition of P. Plafmos in the 
prime of his unthriftines: it appeareth by his fonde triumph 
that hee was infected with (felfe love) the overthrow of 
many younge gentlemen, who feeing fufficiencie in them- 
felves to bee advaunced to winne credite and acquaint- 
aunce, fo farre paffe the boundes of their abilitie, that, longe 
before countenaunce taketh notice of their defertes, by the 


ine) 
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inforcemente of neceffitie they are gladde of meane main- 
tenaunce at home with their friendes. Such gallantes, by 
the fequele of P. Plafmos fortunes, may learne’ to under- 
{tande their mifhappes, and in reading of his fantafies may 
likewife fee the counterfet of their owne follies ; whofe fond 
triumph in this fort beginneth. 


P. Plafmos Triumphe. 


Paris ufurped roome refigne in lady Pleafures court: 

Thy mungrell choice in fuch a flurte deferves a foule report, 

Whofe kytish trickes in gadding moode with every checke 
to ftray, 

God knowes, I want both art and witt, in coulers fresh to 
wray. 


Sufficeth yet thy mart to mare, shee bitt at every baite, 

Wher one good turne in toile thou reapft thy paffage was 
not ftraight ; . 

Why wronge I thus poore Hellen now? shee was to good 
for thee, 

Whom fate did caft from Priams court a sheepeherd poore 
to bee. 


Whereas in Ida mount thou wraydft thy willful will, ywiffe, 

Which wealth and wifedome didft refufe to bathe in wanton 
bliffe, 

Yet fure thy bliffe was brude with bale, thy felfe will judge 


the fame. 
What! blush not, man,to blafe a truth; in faith it is no shame. 


Thy jelous thought fuppreft thy joy, thy foes increaft thy 


feare, 
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Thy love in armes, loude larums wilde embracements to for- 
beare ; 

Thy kinfmen flaine, thou reft of love and life in little time, 

What peevish pride then moves thy thought, dame Pleafures 
mount to clime ? 


Avaunt, avaunt! give place to him whom fortune ftill doth 
cuide, 

Whofe choice doth paffe, without her plague, faire Hellen in 
her pride, 

Within whofe hart doth pittie rule, in whom dame bountie 
dwells, 

To whom faire Venus yeelds her ball, her beautie fo excels. 


Her conftant love, longe wifht, I wonne: fhe movde no 
coddis yre, 

She fhed no bloud, fhe flue no friend, fhee fat no towne on 
ives: 

Her modeft life exiles miftruft, and jeloufie doth chace. 

In faith, I feare no lowde alarmes when I my love embrace. 


And yet I dare with Paris joyne, if Paris fcorne her praife : 

I enter now the liftes of love, my ladyes fame to raife ; 

And proudely there my gauntlet throwes a quarrell ftreight 
to {natch, 

With him yet dare maintaine fhe lives which may faire 
Lia]ymos match. 


Let lingring lovers reft of reft, whom fcorne hath left in lath, 
Let carelefs futers try their force to praife their painted 
trath: 
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Let happie wightes, which bath in bliffe, my fharpe incounter 


prove, 
Whom Venus, with afpect of grace, hath linckt to yeelding 
love. 


And let them eake, through paffing joy which ftands in 
pleafures grace, 

Beftow their force, if that they dare, my fortunes to 
deface ; . 

Who bathes in waves of wifhed bliffe, with brave delight 
who mafkes, 

Who findes amends for every miffe, who hath but what hee 


afkes. 


The Reporter. 


It feemeth by this devife folowing, that Plafmos triumph 
was but a voluntarie invention: otherwife, if it had beene 
devifed of any certaintie, his pleafures would a beene of 
longer continuaunce. Likewife it feemeth his lady Laymos, 
that he fo highly commended, was in very deede as fayre 
as Flora, as faithful as Fauftine, as loving as Layis, as meeke 
as Medea, as honeft as Hellen, as conftant as Creffed, and 
as modeft as Maria Bianca; and therefore worthie of eftima- 
tion. But digreffing from the caufe of the invention, for 
that the circumftances be long and not greatly materiall, 
the reader may vew the vanities of a number, who either 
bewitched with the outward blafe of beautie, or blinded with 
the defire of riches (never examining the behaviour of their 
beft beloved) hap well, or hap ill, adventure to marrie, who 
for the moft part are haunted with Plafmos hard fortune, 
who pretily toucheth his Laymos inconftancie as followeth. 
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I dreaming once (me thought) dame Beautie bad me crave 

The thing that fed my fancie beft, and I the fame should 
have. 

My choice was quickly made, I beautie likt fo well, 

And yet I fwde my maiftreffe might her feemely felfe excell; 

Who, fmyling in her thought to fee my {mall forefight, 

Such one (quoth she) thou shalt injoy, make much of thy 
delight. 

Unto which ende, forfooth, for Fortune ftraight she fought, 

Who did prefent a fightly girle unto my wanton thought. 

My promife is performde (quoth shee), fweete friend, adieu. 

My fancie rendred forthwith thankes, as though it had 
beene true ; 

But when I wooke, and mifte this paffing lovely wight, 

A murdred fighe the fancie checkte that raifde my late 
delight, 

And fretting forth I goe, fonde fancies for to chafe, 

But loe! by Lady Fortune fignde, I chauntft to fpy thy face. 

Then to my felfe I faid, Ceafe, Plafmos, to be fad, 

This is the dame thou didft poffeffe in dreame that earft 
thou had. 

Acquaintance for to crave, adventrous boy, affay : 

Thou wert not nife, ne I abafht my fecretes to bewray; 

I fhowde thee all and fome what I in vifion {awe, 

Thou wart mine owne by beauties dome, unleffe thou 
{corndit her law. 

My wordes did like thee well, or praifes that I ufde, 

And {myling faidft, Dame Beauties heft muft no wayes be 
abufde. 

Thus after flender fute thou knowfte whom I enjoyde, 

But eafily wonne, as foone thou wert, through fullon will 

accoyde, 
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And in thy wrangling rage I fawe thee raunge for newe: 

I chafte, through fight, Dame Beautie blamd, caufe Laymos 
was not true ; 

Which foone I did recant, and yeelded for to have 

My fute performde at Beauties hands, in forme as I 
did crave. 

I afkft a gallant gyrle, which vaild at firft affault: 

I afkte no faith, nor none I found, in whom was then the 
fault? 

In him who now will learne to make his match more fure, 

And as for thee, thou doft but kinde to ftoupe to every lure. 


| The Reporter. 


This wrangling hate feemeth to be but a paffion pro- 
ceeding of Plafmos paffing love; the which digefted, made 
his affection more perfect: nevertheleffe, this following in- 
vention wrayeth the evill fortunes of rafh beleefe and cho- 
lericke revenge, after which (for the moft) infueth repent- 
aunce: yet for that the fonet it felfe forefheweth but a fitt 
of difquiet minde, by love occafioned, it fhall paffe for mee 
without any preface. 


Fowle fall thee, falfe fufpeét, fo thrive, thou jelous thought, 

Woe worth you both, you reard the hate that all my harme 
hath wrought: 

You did envie my hap when late I livde in joy: 

You flaunder forg’d, you movd miftruft, you made my 
fovereigne coy. 

Shee, wronged faunce offence, good reafon hath to hate, 

But you no caufe of filthie ftrife twixt friends to fet debate ; 

Or® 
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But fith my heart did yeeld fuch motions to beleeve, 

Both heart, head, and every veine, with fretting thoughtes 
LOMmrceves. 

Firft, love, renue thy force my joyes for to confume, 

And when defire hath blowen the cooles till all my fancies 
fume, 

Then confcience guilt detect my follies day and houre, 

And bafe defert exile remorfe, fee dreade, my fweete, thou 
foure 

Difdaine, perfuade my minde: my ladies paffing love 

Is chaungd to fcorne, from fcorne to hate, from hate re- 
venge to prove. 

Tormenting paffions eake abate my pride in fhowe, 

Then fcaulding fighes prefent my ftate unto my friend- 


ly foes 

Which when fhee once hath feene, with wrecke of my 
delight, 

Defpaire, end me dole with death, in my fweete miftreffe 
fight. 


But leaft fhe beare the blame of this my bloudy hand, 
I crave upon my timeleffe tumbe this epitaphe may ftand. 


Loe! heare doth le his corps, 
Flimfelfe for woe who flue, 

That jelous thoughts his lady blamde, 
She ever living true. 


The Reporter, 


Thefe paffionate verfes wittingly loft wheras fayre Lay- 
mos might find them, of likelyhoode she perceiving his 
fingular good love, having fufficient caufe of quarell, waxed 
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every day more ftraunger then other, until poore Plafmos 
purfe, to make atonement, provided fome pretie devife that 
appeafed her anger: thefe lovers thus reconciled, it feem- 
eth Plafmos to requite the friendship of his purfe, in praife 
whereof hee wrote thefe verfes infuing. 


P. Plafmos in pratfe of his Purfe. 


Come, prettie purfe, the jewell of my joy, 

The daintie foile wherein delight is fowen, 

Thou well deferv’ft the title of a joy, 

Who doth not feare, whereas thy force is knowen. 
Who dare rebell where thou doft rule and reigne? 
Thou foyleft kinges by force of treafon vile, 

Thou clokeft craft with flattrie, feare, or gaine. 
When Juftice fhould uncafe his crooked guile. 

By thee efcapes the traytour and the theefe: 

The murdrous mate, which languifht late in woe, 
Thou werft to ebb their toffing tydes of greefe, 

And grafteft myrth where mone but late did growe. 
To mafke with pride thou art a vifard fitt, 

Thou heav’ft him up which held the plough of late ; 
Thou telft his tale which wants both art and witt: 
Thou wodcocke fetft before the wife eftate, 

The wilie churle which wronges the wretch full oft. 
The coufining mate whofe mifchiefe never endes, 
Should /o/ fa finge in coufiners cliffe aloft, 

But that thou cloakft their craft with wealthie friends. 
The thriftleffe chiide by thee doth looke full hie, 
Whofe {paring friends at home the plough doth hold. 
In court thou art the badge of braverite : 


284 Lhe Orichard of Repentaunce. 


Who doth not fawne on gentle maifter gold ? 
Deformed girles by thee are made full faire ; 

Dame Venus ftoupes through thee to Vulcans lure; 
The coffing churle doth match with beauties heire: 
Such ftraunge confents can lady Coyne procure. 
Why ftay I then, fweete purfe, thee to embrace, 
Whofe ayde I ufde when fortune moft did lowre ? 
My clowdes of fcare thou cleardft with gleames of grace, 
My bale to bliffe, to fweete thou chaungft my fowre, 
Thou fav’dft my life, with paffing love me pinde, 
Which friendly turnes are written in my minde. 


Lhe Reporter. 


It is hie time to digreffe from the report of Plafmos 
wanton devifes unto other his inventions, touching his mife- 
ries and repentance, which immediatly followed his wanton 
expences ; and, for that want is the contrarie unto wealth, 
I thought good to place, after the praife of his purfe, his 
complainte of wante: the commodities of the one and the 
difcommodities of the other, dulie confidered, are meanes to 
perfuade the wife in profperitie to have an eye unto adver- 
fitie ; and, once in favour, to make provifion for fortunes 
chaunge. For fewe are fo happie but in their time they 
are vifited with miferie ; fo wel beloved but once in their life 
they are as deadly hated; fo highly favoured, but are as 
unhappily fcorned. Notwithftanding all thefe chaunces 
and chaunges, coyne in the coffer is an affured friend, 
whereas if thou have refpect but to ferve thy prefent tourne, 
in profperitie thou art fo over prodigal that, when povertie 
pincheth, the remembraunce of thy former fweete delights 
doth increafe thy fower paffions: proofe appeareth by 
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Plafmos, who, being nipped with neede, calleth to remem- 
braunce what pleafures he had received by his purfe, and 
croffed every of the faid commodities with the inconveni- 
ences occafioned by his want, as followeth. 


P. Plafmos Complaint of Want. 


I whilome writ a jeft, what joyes my purfe did plant, 

But now I wray with little luft the woes of withered want. 

When purfe with pence did flow a thoufand friends I 
found : 

Now wonted wealth doth weare to ebb their frendfhip runnes 
aground. 

When coyne I had in claw my wronges were doomde for 
right ; 

Since neede did nippe, my rightfull futes was overwayde with 
might. 

When wealth I had at wil my wifhed joyes were wrought, 

Now want doth choke thofe jeftes with care, and cloyes my 
braynes with thought. 

With wealth I freedome wonne, by wealth my woes did 
weare, 

Through lacke reftrainte of libertie doth foyle my hope with 
feare. 

With coyne I fervaunts kept, which ferved for mine eafe, 

By neede inforft now am I faine to pray, to pay, and 
pleafe. 

I rattled then in filkes by braverie of my bagges, 

But, pouer man, now am I glad to roy{t in rotten ragges: 

My purfe me oft preferd to play in pleafures lappe, 

Wel may I wifh, but want I fhal, by want to reach fuch hap. 
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Lhe Reporter. 

This complaint folowing fufficiently fheweth that Plafmos, 
being fomwhat behind hand by reafon of his former un- 
thriftines, having notwithftanding very proper living, un- 
happilie hit in acquaintaunce with certaine coufeners, who 
feing his fufficiente abilitie, fupplied his want from time to 
time with monie, till they had wrapt him in very daungerous 
and cumberfome bonds; fo that hee had no way to winde 
himfelfe out of their daunger, but either by long leafure, or 
fellinge fome parcell of his land; but by reafon that it was 
intayled, none would deale with him, until a recoverie were 
had thereof. Plafmos, having no experience in thofe caufes, 
and repofing a great confidence in one Liros, one of the 
faid companions, committed the truft of his recovery unto 
him ; who traiteroufly perfuaded and inftru@ted by Frenos 
his confederate, by chaunging and counterfetting of deedes, 
had purchafte all Plafmos living for nothing, if he and his 
felowes eagre defire of the poffeffion, by Plafmos untimely 
deftruction, had not decyphered their devilith deceites, But 
fith the circumftances be longe, and in reporting them I 
fhould paffe my purpofe, I leave their lewdnes unto their 
owne reporting ; who, in the prime of their mifchiefes 
worthily vifited with miferies, to difburden their confciences 
of a number of villanies, hereafter fhall make difcourfe of 
their owne dealinges. In the meane while Plafmos, having 
new knowledge of (and not yet remedied) their indirect 
practifes, and alfo being a litle before maymed on his right 
hande, by reafon of a certaine quarel that Liros had rayfed 
betweene certaine youthes and himfelfe, the faid Plafmos, 
joyning the faid mifchiefes with other his evill fortunes, 
complayneth as followeth. 
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P. Plafmos to his Mtfhap. 


How fhould I frame my plaint, how thall I tell my tale? 

Whom fhould I blame, whom fhall I bane as worker of my 
bale ? 

Sith heaven and earth are bent to brufe mee with their 
fate: 

What bootes mee (wretch) to rage at fraude, or raile on 
luckleffe fate ? 


Whom never hap did haunt, but thoufand harmes affraide, 

In pryme of youth untimely death firft tooke my fureft 
ayde: 

Then rofe a lawleffe friend that likt my roving youth ; 

Hee gave mee will to fucke my wealth (alas! the more the 
ruth). 


I lothed forced thrift, hee liked no expence, 

And tutors love not for to toile without reward of pence ; 

Which lacke to late I rue, the greater mifchiefe mine, 

But yet my thought, at which offence, perforce, doth thus 
repine. 


Why fcornde I merchaunts trade with baites of fraude to 
fith, 

Sith craft doth onely compaffe wealth and wealth is that 
wee with ? 

Or placed at my booke, why plide I not the fame ? 

Why fought I not by morall rules my madding yeares to 

tame? 
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Sith rule muft lead our life, or els wee live awry, 

Why Ariftotles wife precepts then did I not apply? 

Why likt I not the lawe, where huge deceites are fowen, 

Sith wee by lawe do hurt our foe, and hold that is our 
owne? 


But leapt to libertie, that longe I did defire, 

Why was my hart fo fet on hoygh beyond my reach t’ af- 
pire 

Why was I wedded fo to peevifh will and pride, 

Sith pride are will and foes to wit, and witt our wayes 


fhould guide ? 


But moft of all to love why was I, wretch, fo thrall ? 

Why fought I fo, by raging luft my gadding yeares to 
gall ? 

Sith neither love nor luft doth yeeld a quiet reft, 

Why made I choice of both the evills, when bad was very 
beft ? 


Ah (Laymos) once my love, by froward fate my foe, 

Ah (Laymos) firft by the[e] I knew the workers of my woe, 

But (Liros) moft unkinde, both fpoild of love and ruthe, 

Ah (Liros) thou doeft wound my heart to thinke on thine 
untruth. 


Why did I truft thy faith, or feareleffe othes thou fware, 

Thy fayned vowes, thy fugred woords, of my welfare thy care ? 
Sith faith is turnde to fraude and woordes to woorkes unjuft, 
Why likte I wretch thy wilye tongue, fith treafon quiteth 
truft ? 
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And did I thus deferve ? in faith thy felfe be judge: 

If Plafmos had, did Liros lacke? O no hee did not grudge 

To give thee what thou wouldft, yea, more then thou couldft 
crave: 

What cankred thought then mov’de thy minde his life and 
all to have? 


Whofe murdrous marke (ay mee!) my maimed fift can fhowe: 

Although thou feard{t to ftrike the ftroake, the ftrife thy 
hart did fowe, 

And fhould I fpare thee, then, of death to ftand in awe? 

O noe; my confcience bids mee ftrike, betide what may of 
lawe. 


Although the worft befall, death quites but death againe, 
And fure there is no joy to death to fuch as pine in paine. 
Why mifte my hart the blowe that hitt my harmleffe wrift ? 


My hart it was that wrought offence, and not my faultleffe 
fift. 


My hart did truft thefe mates, my hart did fturre this ftrife, 
My hand did nought but make defence to fave my fillie life: 
My hart devifde the toyes which puft mee uppe with pride, 
My hart inforft my eye to love, which manly fift defide. 


And yet my hand, not hart, is plagued for others mis: 

Too parcial fure, in my conceite, the heavens were in this ; 

Too parcial (wretch)? not fo: t’was neither heaven nor happe, 

But harebrainde youth, which leapt the hedge and left the 
open gappe. 
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T’was youth which ftouped firft to Laymos wanton lure, 

T'was youth that likt the wily wordes which Liros put in ure: 

T’was youth, through fmal forefight, that wrought poore 
Plafmos thral, 

T’was youth, fo prefent want were fervd, that feard no future 
fail. 


T’was youth that made him mafke with vifard of delight, 

Delight ? (not fo) but dririe dread to fhunne the merchants 
fight, 

And dread the fcourge of youth for fafegard of me, wretch, 

Did lodge me up with needie griefe while craft did play the 
leach. 


In deede he playde the leach to eafe my prefent lacke, 

But what fhould ferve for future ftore his phyficke put to 
facke. 

He toylde in my behalfe, God wot, I durft not fteare, 

Leaft craftie traine fhould tol me in the merchants wily 
{nare. 


And dread did daunt me fo, that death I did defire, 

Before a life of freedome reft : my hart did fo afpire. 

A tayle yet cloyde the land which fhould me frolike make, 

Where (Timeles truft) to curtoule it did fo the joynt mif- 
take. . 


That land will bleede to death, if confcience worke no cure, 

Such wafte wrought hafte, for freedomes fake to truft ere I 
were {ure ; 

A peftlence blowe! forfooth, it hurt not lande alone, 

But fpoyld my fift by filthy ftrife, and maymd my hart with 

mone, 
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Of which I youth may thanke; he fnarld me in this fnare, 

Of force to truft, or elfe to f{terve, with dread, diftreffe, and 
Care’: 

Where truft for beft I chufd, although it prov’d the worft : 

Such backward hap doth ever haunt the man that is accurft. 


The Reporter. 


Plafmos digreffion from one action of miferie unto another, 
yea unto all the actions of his mifhap (although it be fome- 
what tedious), duely confidered, is tollerable; for the nature 
of the diftreffed man is to call to remembraunce every 
fpeciall matter of his misfortune, to the intent (although too 
late) he may knowe the commodities of their contraries. 
And fure, although it was invented to eafe his mynde of 
eriefe, there be a number of caveats therein to forewarne 
other young gentlemen to foreftand with good government 
their folowing yl fortunes ; efpecially the reprehenfion of his 
youth, for this is once: brainfike braverie (befides his own 
ereat expence) inticeth the greedie churle to hunger after 
the gallants living, and, for truth, if his confcience be cor- 
rupted with craft, it is an eafie matter for him to overthrowe 
the miftruftleffe and welmeaning man. But the mifchiefe 
is infuing fhame, without a cloke to cover his deceits, who 
can have no better colour to anfwer any complaint of couf- 
nage preferd againft him, then to fay, the compleynant is 
an unthrift, a quareler, a proude, and prodigall perfon, &c. 
who, to maintaine his braverie, departed, bona fide, unto him, 
being defendaunt, fuch and fuch parcels of lande, the com- 
pleynants monie wafted by unthriftineffe, and knowing the 
defendant to be defirous of quietneffe, to wring more monie 
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from him, to have the matter quietly ended furmifeth thefe 
[un]true and flaunderous complaints againft him, &c. And 
although that wife men, upon the ripping up of matters, 
will fmell out fuch merchants, yet at the firft fhewe, yea, 
during the tryall, the wronged youth is blamed, fo that, in 
the meane time, the greedie carrion, by unkind vexations, 
enforceth the compleynant to agreement. Some proofe ap- 
peareth by this invention folowing, wherein Plafmos fup- 
pofeth juftice to be divorced, and ladie wrong to be matcht 
with might. It feemeth on this occafion, being wronged by 
divers lewd and deceitfull companions, he preferd his com- 
plaint to certaine commiffioners: againft them the defend- 
aunts, colouring their coufenage with the report of his un- 
thriftineffe, and having their anfweres foothed with the coun- 
tenance of more wealthy then honeft friendes, with [which] 
fuche cheating varlots have evermore in ftore, lead the faide 
magiftrates with fuch indifferencie, that in ftead of redreffing, 
they increafed his injuries by giving countenance to his 
enimies: which Plafmos perceiving (provoked to impatience) 
whereas he came to complaine of one of the two, he de- 
parted, exclayming on them all, and at leafure invented as 
followeth. 


Why do I live (quoth he) to fee this lothfome light, 

Sith juftice is this day divorft, and wrong is matcht with 
might ? 

Where coufnage was the clarke, where pollage was the prieft, 

Where deepe deceit, which gave this dame, was father of the 
feaft, 

Where brydemen were abufe, where briberie bare the cup, 

Where greedie carls, as chiefeft gueftes, in every boll did fup; 
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Where coyne was cater made, where coft the cookerie dreft, 

Where catchpoles falfe did fill the cups at this great marriage 
feat, ; 

Where parafites did prate to free each fullen moode, 

Wher cheting churles did fill their paunch, where poore men 
{terv’'d for food, 

Where countenance once dynde and might have cheard his 
mates, 

Wide open then, but not before, the porter fet the gates. 

Yet thoufandes preaft to fee the res’due of the {port, 

Some cloyd by craft, fome foyld by force, for fuccour did 
retort. 

But well I fawe (quoth he), which fight I fore did rue, 

How blaftes of fcorne the belly gods among the needie blue; 

How wealth did fmile at want, how riches railde on right, 

How vertue was fuppreft by vice, how pitie by defpight : 

How falfe fufpect did forge a thoufand flim flam ftayes, 

In rightfull fuites to tyre the poore with coft and long de- 
layes. 

Anon the muficke foundes, and force his office fhewd : 

Well meaning mindes he wrapt fo hard that they his hart 
befhrewd. 

Firft falfhoode makes his choice, next flatterie takes his 
chaunce, 

Then tag and rag about the houfe deceitfull meafures 
daunce. 

A curious mafke at night the bridemen doth ordaine, 

With fhews of fraud to feed their thoghts, which care not 
how they gain. 

Abufe did leade the bride, extortion mafkt with craft, 

To fee deceit come hobbling on a hundred carrens laught. 
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Pure neede to get a place was glad to holde a torch, 

But juftice, during all this fport, was placed in the porch. 

Good ladie, then (quoth he), alas and well away ! 

You fometime did poffeffe this place, this whilome was your 
day: 

How hapneth lucre hath infected fo your mate ? 

How chaunceth truth did fuffer craft to enter in your gate ? 

What though that gaine did fowe fome feedes of jealoufie, 

Might not (remorfe) attonement make betweene thy fecre 
and thee? 

Is confcience nowe exilde, who fometime counfeld might 

For to regard dame Juftice fuite, and not to ftrive with 
right ? 

Are honeft myndes nowe fled? doth rigour rule the roft ? 

Is juftice now divorft from might? doth wrong nowe fcoure 
the cofte ¢ 

Doth countenaunce cloake fuch crimes as juftice did uncafe? 

Dare coufeners falfe defende their faults with fhew of ho- 
neltitace? 

They dare and doe, God wot, by maintenaunce of might. 

Why live I then, alas! he fayd, fith no man favours right ? 

With that adieu good hope, and welcome woe (quoth he): 

I fee no gleames of grace appeare my cloudes of fcare 
to free. 


Lhe Reporter. 


It is more then ftraunge to fee the filthie confederacie of 
coufeners, how the wealthy churle, to fave him felfe from 
fhame when his deceites are difcovered, ufeth the names of 
fuch lewd and careleffe perfons, as to compaffe gaine have 
a regard neither to open fhame, nor to their fecret confci- 
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ences: and to tire the compleynant with delayes, fuch as 
with bold countenaunce (bolftred with the credite of the 
wealthy coufiner and his friendes) will abide the tryall of 
the matter: betide the worft that may, he can be but pu- 
nifhed, for once the benefite of the deceite is in Holdfaftes 
handling, fo that lightly he that is wronged is like to reape 
but a colde amendes by his complaint. Among which fel- 
lowfhip of fiendes there is ever an odde lawyer, who fe- 
cretly draweth their fubtile deedes and craftie conveyances, 
and privily giveth them inftructions how to deale in their 
lewd caufes. To forewarne all men of this packe of pick- 
purfes (making proofe by his owne hinderaunces) Plafmos 
defcribeth a coufiner as followeth. 


P. Plafmos defcription of Coufeners. 


A lawyers head to drawe a craftie deede, 

A harlots looke to witch with wanton fight, 

A flatterers toung with fugred words to feede, 
A tyrants hart to wound the harmeleffe wight, 
To toll with cheare a greedie gluttons gorge, 
A merchants mouth of falfhoode truth to forge. 


A fcriveners fift, by nimbleneffe to race, 

To fcrape, to forge, to counterfet a name ; 

A lackies leg to trudge in every place, 

A defperate mind, which dreads no kinde of fhame: 
Thefe lims well linckt, and fet on coufeners foyle, 
A worke were fure of all the divels the toyle. 


For each of them a fiende in force can binde: 
Yet fome, I graunt, by vertue guides their place 
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But fildome tis that kit ne. followes kinde: 

If one be good a {core doth want the grace ; 
But all in league their dealings lewde beware, 
For then they do the divell and all of feare, 


Lhe Reporter. 


The philofopher Diogenes fayth, that nature to this in- 
tent beftowed two eyes and two eares, and but one tounge 
on any man, that he fhould heare and fee more then he 
fhould fpeake: and fure who foever unadvifedly flaundreth 
another hurteth him felfe. In matters of controverfie, who 
fo feeleth his fuite colde ftraight feeketh by pretie traines to 
take fome advauntage of his adverfaries wordes ; to whiche 
effect the craftie churle complained on for any notable 
coufenage, to knowe the compleynants fecretes, worketh 
meanes to bring him into extreame paffions of choler; who 
being greatly wronged will not onely give knowledge, by 
what countenaunce, and in what court, he will trounfe the 
defendant for his deceit, but lightly unadvifedly voweth to 
{trike him, or calleth him craftie knave, coufening churle, 
&c. Whereupon the defendant, to worke the compleynants 
difcredite, declareth to fome juftice of account in what 
daunger of life he ftoode in: the compleynant being mif- 
chiefoufly and ruffenly difpofed, and having colour of wrong 
for flaunderous words, he claps fuch unkynde actions on the 
compleynant, that will he, or nyll he, he enforceth him to 
agreement. Who fo is fo wronged may take warning to 
temper his toung by Plafmos penance, who being hugely 
abufed, gave out hard (yet true) fpeaches of one of his ad- 
verfaries, notwithftanding, by his owne negligence, together 
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with the extremitie of lawe, he payde roundly for recom- 
pence: who to difcharge his ftomache of griefe, a forrie 
amendes in fayth, blamed his toung as followeth. 


P. P. Invetiive againft his Toung. 


Thy rafh revenge (O tatling toung!) I rue, 
Although with truth thou flaundredft late thy foe. 
The proverbe olde by proofe I finde too true, 

Who fightes with words doth wound him felfe with woe: 
The civil lawe fo favours fame and name, 

As {trumpets knowne by wantons oft refort, 

Are fildome put to any open fhame, 

Les open fight makes proofe of Venus fport, 

Who fo is toucht with any foule abufe, 

Though common fpeach the fame for truth confirme, 
The common lawe the guiltie will excufe, 

If proofe by oth ne makes the knowledge firme. 
Thus wanton fylthes and wily churles are fcus’d, 

If fecretly they worke their foule amis, 

Yet needely they which are by thefe abus’d, 

Muft have a meanes to ufe revenge ywis ; 

Where oft their toung is firft addreft to fight, 

Whofe furious threats forewarnes their foe of yre, 
Which knowne, he ftraight doth feeke to match their might, 
And firft begins their griefes for to confpire, 

My felfe by fuch makes proofe this tale is true, 


Who weend to feare with threatening words my foe, 
At which he {milde, preventing what he knewe 
Woulde be a meane to worke his overthrowe : 

Yea, worfe then that, he tryft me for me toung, 
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With actions houge for flaundering of his fame: 

For which my purfe an honeft queft fo {tuong, 

That ever fince, in faith, it hath beene lame. 

Thus loffe to me, no hurt to him at all, 

O babbling toung! thy rath revenge hath wrought, 

Elfe blowes in lawe had given him caufe to brall, 

Of both the beft, though beft revenge be naught ; 

For bobs do feare when words, not joynd with deede, 

In wrangling mynds more canckred thoughts doth breede. 


Lhe Reporter. 


I may now, without offence, enter into the plaine difcourfe 
of Plafmos following fortunes and inventions; for I have 
hetherto layde the caufe of his miferies unto his youthfull 
unthriftineffe, the which I confeffe was an inftrument: but 
there were unthriftie executioners of his harde fortunes, 
whofe names and doings, for that it was fuppofed fome of 
them were alive, according to my commiffion, I have lefte 
unreported, wifhing them well to fare upon their recom- 
pence and repentance. 

Nowe returning againe unto P. Plafmos eftate, who being 
wrapped in a thoufand miferies and mifchiefes, barde of the 
benefit of his owne living to worke his quietneffe, forfaken 
of friends in his diftreffe, and daily tormented with his 
enimies unkind vexations, looking unto the condition of his 
former life, his exercifes and {tudies ; and finding his life full 
of lewdneffe, his exercife to be dallying, dauncing, and fuche 
counterfet delightes, his ftudie wanton comedies, tragedies, 
and difcourfes, acknowledging thefe evilles the inftruments 
of his mifhap, fought if the refourming of thefe abufes, would 
be a meane of his better fortunes: fo that ufing one day 
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the reading of {cripture for his ftudie, and lighting on the 
102 Pfalme, intituled, Domine exranudi orationem meam, im- 
Mloyine hisimuie unto a more better ule then of yore, he 
made his humble fubmiffion unto the higheft for the releafe 
of his miferies, as followeth. 


In gayle of griefe inclofde, of worldly friendes forlorne, 
Thy mercy, Lord, to eafe my mone, unto my prayers turne. 
Hide not thy heavenly face from him that lies in thrall; 
High time and tide, good God, it is to heare my plaint and 


call. 

My dayes confume with egriefe, my myrth is mard with 
mone, 

My hart doth waft like withred graffe, my grave and I am 
one: 

My flefh with thoughts doth fret, in fhew I am a ghofte, 


I drencht in bale, my foes in bliffe, I harmd, of hap they 


boft. 

The world commends their welth, and fpites my withered 
woe, 

Yea, dooms my doings by my dole, theirs by delight in 
fhowe. 


Thus wrongd and fcornd I am, which croffe I do imbrace, 
Attending when thy mercy (Lord) my miferies fhall chace, 
Which joyne with juftice thine, to foyle my foes in fight, 
So fhall I praife, and others feare, thy majeftie and might. 


The Reporter. 


Plafmos in time wringing him felfe out of all the troubles 
and mifchiefes that his enimies had wrapt him in, and feing 
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his eftate for his troubles fo fufficient as, with good govern- 
ment, he might live in indifferent good credite : on the con- 
trarie part, feing fome of his enimies through their lewdneffe 
ftarke beggers, and other fome of them to dye foudenly 
and miferably, as well to give God thankes for his deliverie, 
as for the overthrowe of his enimies, made this fonet fol- 
lowing. 


To thee (O Lord!) with hart and voice I fing, 

Whofe mercy great, from dole to fweete delight, 

From mone to myrth, my troubled {pirite did bring ; 
Yea more, thy yre hath foyld my foes in fight : 

They live in want that flourifht late in wealth, 

They grone with griefe, yea, lack bothe help and helth. 


Their confcience guilt doth gall them through their gaine 
And yet they wafte more fafter then they winne: 

Thus fweete prov’d fowre, their pleafure turnd to paine, 
Yea, living dyde to thinke upon their finne. 

Their fhadowes feard, fo fouden was their fall, 

But more their death when deftenie did them call. 


) 


Their mone amafd a thoufand wretches moe, 

Who fight and fhrynkt through motions of deceit ; 
To heare report this thundring threat to throwe, 
Foule fall the fraude to breede our bale! a baite, 
A bitter fweete, that rots ere it be ripe, 

A living care, to foule a deadly {tripe. 


But how with hap the pikes of harme I patt, 
Of murdrous mates, of myndes on mifchiefe fet, 
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Whofe fnares for me them felves did fetter faft, 
Whofe baites for me them meafht in beggers net, 
Inforft men fay, of God, loe here the might ! 

Which heales the harmd, and lames the lewd in fight. 


But I whofe fcare thy heavenly helpe did cleare, 
Will daily fing with mynd, with hart, and voyce, 
To thee (O Lord !) be honour, laude, and feare, 
Which foyldft my foes and mad{t me to rejoyce. 
Laude for thy grace, and honour to thy name, 
Feare caufe thy wrath doth put the lewde to fhame. 


The Reporter. 

After that P. Plafmos had throughly paffed the pikes of 
his troubles, he foorthwith profeffed a newe courfe of life ; to 
witneffe which reformation (making povertie his excufe) he 
fent this following farewell unto fayre Laymos, and other 
fine dames of his olde acquaintance: which invention he 
termed his farewel to wanton pleafures. 


P. Plafmos Farewell to Wanton Pleafures. 


Dame Venus, be content thy fervant fhould depart, 

Who long hath bath’d in beauties bliffe, yet fwam in feas of 
{mart ; 

And willing nowe with loffe to leave his wanton fport, 

Repentance hath reclaimed him from pleafures ftatly court: 

Good love, my governeffe, thy charge that earf{t did raunge, 

Is well content to careleffe youth to leave his choice in 
chaunge. 

My colours frefh and gay, my pride in peacocks plumes, 
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I now refigne to Cupides thralls, whofe head with fancie 
fumes. 

My fugred wordes that earft did wray my fuites at large, 

My {calding fighes to quench miftruft when jealoufie gave 
charge, 

I will to falve their fore whome falfe fufpeét doth byte: 

My vaunting fpeach I give to thofe which fojourne with 
delight, 

And fanfie, earft my friend, of force I muft forfake, 

And luft, my choice, I leave to thofe which rowes in leachers 
lake; 

For wifdome rules my will and reafon bids retire, 

Leaft frofen feares through faythleffe love doth followe hote 
defire. 

Expence doth nip my purfe, my pride is pincht with paine, 

Afpiring mynde hath caught a fall, my lacke is linckt with 
gaine: 

Yet loffe this leffon learnd how pence my pleafure wrought, 

Not pleafure pence, but purfes paine, when neede the bot- 
tome fought. 

A noddie for the nonce, for faithleffe flurtes to flout, 

Poore want was rayd in ragged clothes amongft dame 
Pleafures rout : 

Which piéture when I fawe in favour like my lacke, 

Difdaine, my thought,did drowne my joy, defpaire did brufe 
my backe. 

Pure neede then prickt me foorth (in faith) good miftreffe 
mine, 

Ere fcorne fhould worke me out of grace my fervice to 
refigne, 

For if you rightly wey my want by former wealth, 
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Your felfe will judge, I can not ferve without the ayde of 
{tealth. | 

Then wrong will feeke revenge with tryall of his -bande, 

And juftice foone will fentence give to truce me out of 
hande. 

Then confcience will accufe my cofte in Venus court, 

And warne my friendes by thefe my woes to fhun dame 
Plealiress(port, 

And (loth to dye) will curfe the caufers of my fmart : 

Thus with your blame, my o[w]ne the fhame, (perforce) I 


fhall depart. 
The Reporter. 


After P. Plafmos had bid adieu to thefe counterfet de- 
lightes, he made this enfuing recantation ; and fith it be- 
hoveth every man that recanteth, to fhew with what errours 
he was led, as well to difcharge his owne confcience as to 
forewarne others of the like, P. Plafmos, in the faide re- 
cantation, maketh difcourfe of love betwixt faire Laymos 
and him felf. Wherein is difcovered the fubtile fleights of 
a cunning courtifane. 


P. Plafmos Recantation. 


Before the world I here recant my life, 

I do renounce both lingring love and luft ; 
My wanton will with wifdom once at ftrife, 
Hath loft the field, the type of fanfies truft. 


My fugred toung, bepoudred all with teares, 
To chafe miftruft from my fweete maiftreffe mynde, 
With fimple fpeach from humble fprite now weares, 
That favour I with my fweete Chrift may finde. 
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My fcattered fighes which I on earth did {trowe, 
I gather up and fende them to the {tarres, 

As meffengers of my lamenting woe, 

Twixt fin[nJe and foule fo mortall is the warres. 


Sith I repent, no fhame it is to wray 

My former life how far from grace it fwerv'd: 
Although from truth I, filly fheepe, did ftray, 
As good men God, fo I my goddeffe ferv’d, 


Her favour heaven I reckt, her frowning hell: 

I fwam in joy when I attaind her grace, 

I funke in noy when the with wrath did {well : 
Such ftrange effectes were fhrowded in her face. 


Saint Pandor then my advocate I made, 

Who pynde my purfe, yet fead my foolith vaine: 
A thoufand {cornes with my fond fight did fade, 
My fuite in wordes fuch flender grace did gaine. 


As Gods of olde my Goddeffe honoured 1s, 
Which facrifice of kine and calves did crave ; 
But fhe inoynd, in penance of my mis, 

For fafhion fake, that firtt I yeald her flave. 


With vowe of fayth my fuite then muft I fhowe, 
But fuites of lawne, with toyes of deeper cofte, 
The duties were which I for grace did owe: 
Such coftly grace then found were better lofte. 


But miftes of love did fo bedim my eyes, 
That wealth was flave unto my wanton thought, 
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Glad was my purfe when he the toy efpies, 
Which with my love a perfect liking wrou ght. 


But I too fharpe did fpurre fo free a wretch, 

He pynde to naught to pleafe her peevifh mynde ; 
Then lacke too late this leffon did me teach, 

I ferv’d no faint but one of Sathans kynde. 


Who, when fhe fawe pure neede to play his part, 
With jealous {peach gan ftraight to faine debate : 
My fecond choice, fhe fayde, poffeft my heart, 

As though pure love had hatcht this fouden hate. 


But well I fawe defpight did forge fufpect, 

And jealous {peach was fet to colour fcorne. 

My charge not change did frame with foule defect : 
She fained griefe, I, wretch, with woe forworne. 


My plees of want then purchafe little grace, 

She wild me love where I my wealth did wafte, 
For my nice choice fhe reckt her felfe too bafe, 
Which here and there in change a new was platt. 


Fonde fanfie then prefented to my will 

In defperate panges to pine away with paine, 
Or purchafe pence on top of Shooters hill: 
If I efcape, my bootie grace would gaine. 


For him that earft both hope and hap did vaunce, 
To defperat thoughts to vayle his former bliffe, 
Blame not his mynde to cure this forrie chaunce, 
If ventur’d life did worke amends of miffe. 
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And fyth (quoth I) I muft a martyr be,: 

Then burne to naught with blafe of Cupides brands 
A gentler death is hanging on a tree: 

I may efcape the bowget makers hands. 


In fpight of fcorne, which haunts my ladies hart, 
Then fhall I {wim in feas of former grace, 

And forrow fhall finde recompence of {mart 
With foulded armes, when I my joy imbrace. 


Thefe droufie dumps, which drives me to defpaire, 
Shall purged be with drugs of droynfes ftore: 

I glad, he mad, then mumping in his chaire ; 
When fteede is ftolne, too late fhall fhut the dore. 


Thus I, vile wretche, led on by wanton luft, 
A triumphe made within my wicked thought, 
How I by hap the harmeleffe threw to duft, 
Ere I efcapt, or had the mifchiefe wrought. 


But oh! (fweete Chrift) thy grace this folly ftayd, 
Thou cleardft my fight which miftes of love did bleare, 
Unto whofe praife my confcience hath bewrayd 

My former life, devoyde of godly feare. 


Thou crav’ft (good lord) no other advocate 

But prayer mine to purchafe heavenly grace, 
The which thou fayft doth never come too late, 
If I repent when prayer pleades my cafe. 


A contrite hart is the fweete facrifice 
That thou doft feeke, ere we thy favour winne; 
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The which, deare God, with fighes and weeping eyes 
I offer up in recompence of finne. 


Attending ftill, when triall of my fayth 

Shall treade downe death, and Sathan force to reele, 
And boldly fay, till latter gafpe of breath, 

My foul through faith the joyes of heaven doth feele. 


Lhe Reporter, 


To make this recantation or repentance more perfect, in 
fhewe and in deede, he wrote this following admonition 
unto him felfe, which he termed his farewel to follie. 


P. Plafmos Farewell to Folly. 


Farewell, you fading joyes, 
Which fancie forft me love: 
Adieu, go trudge, your tickle toyes, 
Though late, too foone I prove. 


O wandring head! leave off 
Fonde fancies to imbrace, 

And fugred toung nowe ceafe to fcoffe, 
Or others to difgrace. 


Forfake, O luring eyes! 

To faine the loving art, 
And, fcalding fighes, be you no fpies 
To wound a womans hart. 
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O mynde! with verfes vaine 
No more thy felfe acquaint : 
Forfake in time faire Venus game, 
Ere age doth thee attaint. 


O hart! on hoyh y fet, 
Be warnd by wifedomes lawe ; 

So fhalt thou {cape blinde Cupides net, 
Of which thou ftoodft in awe. 


Beware of tenne and foure, 
Which be the cheaters fare, 

Leaft haffards hard thy fweete do foure, 
And make thy purfe full bare. 


This double charge I give 
To you, unhappie handes ; 
From quarels fond y free to live, 
As foe to life and landes. 


Now laft to you, my legges, 
Which be my bodies ftay, 

Frame not your gate as men on egges, 
Whome bufting doth affray. 


Nor yet fo ftoutly ftride 
As mens that beares would binde, 
For ftately fteps bewrayes the pride 
Which harbours in the minde. 


My other members all, 
Be rulde by reafons lore : 
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Let vertue reigne where vice did ftall, 
And former faults deplore. 


Leaft future plagues you pricke, 
To worke your greater paine ; 
For why againft the thornes to kicke, 
I count it more than vaine. 


Nunguam fero. 


Lhe Reporter. 


I thinke it good to leave P. Plafmos in this good moode, 
untill time fitteth (he thus forewarned) for the report of his 
better fortunes : naytheleffe, for others heede I will make 
difcourfe of the fouden fal of foure of his enimies, whom 
Gods juftice worthily cut off in the prime (or before the 
accomplifhment) of their lewde defires. The firft of them 
was Lyros, the only executioner of al his copartners de- 
ceites; who, upon the revealement of his and their mif- 
chieves, fell into an extreme quarterne ague, which haunted 
him untill his death, he having but one only childe, which 
foudenly, without any fhew of fickneffe, died : he for feare of 
arreft forfooke his houfe and lived in corners. And yet, to 
comfort his folitarie life, he oft fong a counter tenure; he, 
being before a luftie and able man, became foudenly a 
moft weake and miferable creature, to accompanie whiche, 
he loft the ufe both of memorie and wit. And to make an 
end of his miferies, in fteade of drinke, he dronke poyfon ; 
fo that fhortly after he was in fhewe a moft lothfome lepre, 
who thus diftreft, forfaken of friendes, and vexed with his 


10 Lhe Ortchard of Repentaunce. 


foes, for want of fuccour miferably (yet repentantly) died, 
whofe complaint, almoft in order as hee confeffed, infueth. 


Lhe complaint of one Lyros, a notable Coufener, fuppofed 
at the houre of his death. 


Amonge their falles by filthie fraude which fell, 
Let my mifhappe regiftred be I pray, 

Whofe wanton toyes, whofe wily trickes to tell, 
But cheefe of all, whofe wofull plight to wray, 
No doubt the lewde will bring to better ftay ; 
For whofe behoofe, loe! here I paint my thrall, 
My happ, my harme, my life, my death and all. 


Noe fhame it is for mee to fhowe my evill, 

Though graceleffe life from wifedomes lore did fwerve. 
A {inne it were to live and die a devill ; 

So foule and all with Tantals hope fhould fterve ; 

My warning here for others heede may ferve. 

Frefh harmes, they fay, will force men to beware, 
When had I wift comes after ftill the faire. 


Then coufeners, firft to you my tale I ftreach: 
God graunt my wordes to heale your woundes availe ; 
But you will fay, my felfe doth neede a leach, 

To heire my head, to helpe eche perifht naile, 

To ridde my f{cabbes, my leprofie to feaile, 

To cleare my eyes, which are now darke and dim, 
My nummed joyntes to make both lith and trim. 
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I neede God wot, if neede could favour winne, 
But out alas! too late doth come the cure, 

When God is bent to punifh filthie finne. 

Though longe hee ftayes, in fine hee ftriketh fure ; 
Beft therefore then, ere you his wrath procure, 
You fee your helpe (with his precept agree) 

Ante languorem medicinam adhibe. 


Provide a falve before that ficknes come, 

Provide a mends for finne and foule amiffe, 

Before Gods wrath your due defert doth dome ; 

For note, deare friends, I whilome bathde in bliffe, 
I fwam in joy: my heart at woe did hiffe, 

I then had ftrength, with health, and wealth at will. 
My hap was cleare, I fawe no clowdes of ill. 


Then mufe you will to fee fo rare a chaunge, 

As manly force to faile in prime of youth, 

As faire to foule, as health to fcabbes and maunge, 
As hap to harme, as joy to greefe and ruth ; 

But liften well, and marke what woordes enfuthe, 
And you fhall fee what forced mee to fall, 


What wrought my woe, what turnde my joy to thrall. 


Firft, weene that wealth did puffe mee up with pride, 
Next forme and force enforft me to afpire, 

Then love and luft into my breft did glide, 

Laft, fretting thought fo fet my heart on fire, 
That mariage needes muft coole my hoate defire. 
My choice was good, if chaunge had beene exilde 
But follie, faith and fancie, truth begilde. 
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My wandring will directed mee this courfe, 


Which braineficke youth did duelie treade and trace, 


And, entred once, I fell from bad to worle, 

I made a pray of every yeelding face ; 

Such wanton luft doth follow want of grace: 
Ne was this life defrayde with {mall expence, 
And I (God wott) had not a mine of pence. 


While coyne did laft yet careleffe did I fpend: 
A poore increafe can fpring on fuch a roote. 
When coyne was fpent ne did my fancies end, 
With youth to ftrive for reafon t’was no boote. 
No lacke could treade my follies under foote : 
While land did laft, my want I did fupplie, 
With purchafes of Dedi, conceffi. 


My living fould, and monie in my purfe, 

My lavifh minde had never thought of lacke ; 

To gett or fave I quite forgot the courfe, 

For every toy my teftours went to wracke, 

Which did my bagges unto the bottome facke. 
My coyne confumde, and yearely rents thus gone, 
What refuge then? once credite had I none. 


Yet live I muft: neede doth obey no lawe, 
To worke for wealth yet wift I not the way, 
The fcourge for finne did keepe mee ftill in awe: 
I durft not fteale for feare of Tyborne play, 
And other fhiftes I knewe not to affay ; 

But, to be fhort, to foone, to foone t’was knowne, 
My will was good to take more then mine owne. 
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Then, wily mates, whofe fubtile eyes did fee 

In yonkers ftates, and markt their youthfull vaine, 
Made choice of mee the inftrument to bee, 

In wanton trackes unwayed youthes to traine ; 
Their wiles, my wifhe, fo fweete was fpeach of gaine, 
My tongue was good, my manhoode had in price, 
My life was lewde; I knewe and ufde eche vice. 


Companion fitt for rufflers nowe adayes, 

Whofe wills rule witt, and rage doth reafon yoke, 
Of which I fearcht a crue of thriftleffe ftrayes, 
Whom lewdly I to lewdnes did provoke : 

They bitt my baite, but other did them choke, 

IT bore the name when others layde the bane; 

The fhame was mine, and others gleande the gaine. 


But, oh! I figh, to wray what wrought my thrall: 

O, Plafmos! nowe I fwoone through thought of thee: 
T muft confeffe, the goad that did the[e] gall 

Was too too fharpe for friendfhip thine fo free. 

I turnde my coate ere thou couldft fettered bee, 

My wanton toyes could hardly thee intrap, 

My falfed truft (aye mee!) wrought thy ill hap. 


And mutt I thewe wherein I was injuft ? 

Shame fayes, conceale, my confcience wil not foe: 
I was a friend whofe treafon quited truft, 

A counfeller lewde, that wrought my clientes woe ; 
Where I was lovd I hated, fave in fhoe ; 

Yea, twife accurft, for mucke his life I fought, 
Whofe bloud and good for me hee ventred oft. 
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I forged deedes when fayled free confent, 

I rafed roules to mend what haft did marre, 

I put in ure what coemates mine invent : 

My woordes were grave, as firme my friendship ware, 
And yet, forfooth, to fhowe what mould I bare, 

I prov’de it true, how Czto ad fuam 

Redierint res ficte naturam. 


For though my weedes forefhewde a fettled minde, 
God knowes, my woorkes my wanton humour wraide: 
The wyfer fort my follies foone did finde, 

They fawe full well my fancies were not ftaide; 
Yet Plafmos hee of fraude was not afraide, 

And, truth to tell, I baynde him with fuch baite, 
As hardly hee could fmell out my deceite. 


Wife officers my falfehoode yet fufpect, 

To purchafe land they thought my ftore to fmall, 
And all to late to Plafmos they deteét, 

(As they fuppofde) I fought to worke his thrall. 
Their forrie newes did nip him to the gall, 

Who, like a man of hope, of helpe difmayde, 
Reportes the truft through which I him betraide. 


Our foule deceite amas’de the hearers much: 

They Plafmos wild from greement kept aloofe, 

That open fhame our villanies might tuch, 

Our falles would be a warning of behoofe. 

Our fraude thus found, before it came to proofe, 
What courfe were beft? fhould wee confeffe our fault ? 
Noe, noe; wee ment to bide the firft affault. 
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In every court our coufenages did ring, 

Which bouldly wee uppon our othes denide ; 
For wee that dar’d commit fo foule a thing, 
Uppon our othes ne cared though wee lyde: 
Yet durft wee not abide till trueth were tride ; 
In coufeners clyffes wee feard /ol fa to chaunt, 
Howe fo wee feemde on honeftie to vaunt. 


Yea (wretched) I, that bore the blame of all, 


Peccavi foung, through pricke of confcience griefe ; 


How others fcapt I fawe my fhamefull fall. 

I mov’de my mates to falve our great mifchiefe 
In time, or wee fhould fuffer much repreafe ; 
But they that ufde their coufenage in my name, 
If worft befell, knewe I should bide the shame. 


To make amends would never yeeld confent : 
What should I doe? ftill Plafmos shot at mee ; 
Falfe Frenos yet the mifchiefe did invent, 

I plowde the lande, the profite reaped hee ; 

Hee bounde me fo, faunce him I could not gree, 


And thus through neede (which I to show abhorre) 


Againft my will, looke, what hee would I fwore. 


Our coufenage knowen, our likelyhoode of paine, 
My earneft fute to fome good end to growe, 
Once mov’d him not to leave ill gotten gaine ; 
Hee never blufht in confcience nor in fhowe, 
But craft on craft hee layde to heape our woe: 


T’ware ftraunge to heare the wealthy friends hee found, 


Vhich joynde with him to make our fraude feeme found. 
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And boulftred thus for flaundring us with truth, 
Our actions huge poore Plafmos overlayde: 

Wee knewe in neede friends faild, the more the ruth 
Thus double wrong’d (his huge diftreffes waide) 

To cleare his land good ftore of coyne hee paide, 
Leaft fhare whereof, in faith, to mee did fall, 

Yet of this end I was the glad’ft of all. 


? 


From open fhame my felfe I judged free: 

I tooke no heede to falve my confcience call, 

But God, that doth all fecrete dealinges fee, 
Provided whippes to fcourge our finnes withall ; 
And I that bare the blame of Plafmos thrall 

As fure I was the inftrument of it, 

The firft man was that God with vengeaunce {mit. 


My onely child, which fhould have had the land 

With Plafmos bloud that faine I would have bought, 
Not ficke in fight, firft dyed out of hand; 

Which heavie hap diftempered fo my thought, 

As ftraight I was into a quarterne brought, 

Whofe frofen fittes brought downe my youthfull pride : 
Do what I could, it held mee till I dide. 


“A houfe I kept till I to coufening fell, 

But loe! beguilde even with mine owne deceite, 
My houfe I left, and did in corners dwell, 

To lay mee up {till Plafmos lay in waite: 
Sometimes I was caught with a fergeaunts baite 
And through a grate Pre/ta quefimus founge: 
With care on care thus daily was I ftounge. 
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I that fometime had wily witt good ftore, 

As one beftrackt forgot what late I fpake. 

For all my cheates {till was I very poore, 

My friends did faile, none would relieve my lacke, 
On every fide I (wretched) went to wracke : 

Yea, Frenos, he that drue the coufening plott, 
Devourde the gaine, and gave mee never a jott. 


Two yeares well nie I lived in this woe, 
God wot, not worth the ground whereon I went ; 


And when I thought my joyes againe would flowe, 


Unhappie I (that Plafmos murder ment) 

Unto fuch ire the hie Jehova bent, 

That (ah!) in fteede of drinke my thirft to flake, 
I poyfon dronke, my timeleffe ende to make. 


See, coufeners, fee my prefent lothfome ftate ! 
Loe, here the ende of all my wanton race! 
Behold the man that was fo frolicke late, 

A leaper, foule in body, legges and face, 

At point of death, cryes out to God for grace: 
A warning fayre, a mirror full of mone, 

For greedie churles a bone to gnawe uppon. 


Amende in time, before Gods wrath you fturre. 
Beware by mee, falfe Frenos and the reft, 
Quod differtur, be fure, non aufertur, 

Unleffe even from the bottome of your breaft, 
You both repent, and to amends are preatt. 
Loe here my tale and life will have an ende. 
God pardon mee, and graunt you to amende ! 
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Lhe Reporter. 


The miferable end of Liros rather wrought a feare in 
ftrangers unto the horrible coufenage, then any repentance 
in falfe Frenos and other his confederates : fo hadeneth the 
devil the heartes and blindeth the fightes of the reprobate, 
as neither the example of other mens miferies, nor pricke 
of their owne confciences, can reclaime them from lewdenes. 
And yet although a while they wallowe in their wickednes, 
and feeme to holde the inticing droffe (I meane wealth) of 
this world at will, in the pride of their profperitie (the moft 
part of fuch worldlinges) throughe Gods juftice are divorced 
from their vaine delightes. The foudaine fall of this 
Frenos proveth both the one and the other; for notwith- 
{tanding he fawe the wretched death of Liros, and knew 
that Liros did execute nothing but his devife and direction, 
yet feemed hee no wayes to be vexed in confcience for his 
offences, being the author and only advauntage reaper of 
his deceite: and yet in the heate of his unconfcionable pro- 
vifion, he was foudainly arefted with death, whom you may 
fuppofe, as one amafed with fuch foudaine vifitation, ftriving 
for life, to tell this difordered tale following. 


Frenos Complaint. 


I fee (quoth hee) death fpares no fortes of men: 
Our bagges of droffe may not withftand his might, 
To moyle and toile for pelfe what bootes it then ? 
No whit, God knowes, if wee could fee aright ; 
But worldly cares our minds bewitched foe, 

As thoughtes of heaven filde in our breftes do dwell. 


oF nits BU yeild 
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The proverbe faith (the more fuch fathers woe) 

Happ’ is the childe whofe father goes to hell; 

But fuch proverbes more common are then true: 

Silde children keepe that fathers lewdly gett. 

And, truft mee, wealth, if after want enfue, 

With double griefe the needie thrall doth frett : Goods ill got 
To what ende then, for mucke, take wee fuch care? meal 6 
To damne our felves, and worke our childrens {care. 


O wicked world! fo fweete thy torments feeme, 
That when men tafte thy drugges of vaine delight, 
Their onely heaven thy thralles do thee efteeme. 
With miftes of mucke thou blindeft fo their fight, 
That (wretched) they whilft that in health they live, 
As fwine in myre, do wallowe in their faultes. 

An others fall, nor confcience can them meeve 

To waile their finnes till griflie death affaultes ; 


The thought of whom as thornes do pricke mee (wretch), When death 
attacheth the 


Alas! mee thinkes I fee his ghaftly fhape: nick edie 
What did I meane to name him in my fpeach ? onght of 
their finne is 


And -can I not his furious force efcape? more grevous 

: eath. 
Oh noe! my finnes beginneth now to {warme: Hien deat) 
To matche with him my felfe howe fhould I arme? 


My confcience cryes, confeffe thy wicked life: 

My wicked life fuch monftrous fraude prefents, 

As in my felfe I finde a hell of ftrife : 

My graceleffe deedes the hope of grace prevents. 

I fee, I fee, howe fierie fiendes do yell, 

Before hie Jove my wicked foule to have. 

My fecrete finnes condemnes mee (wretch) to hell : 


Our owne 
finnes gives 
evidence 
againfl us 
afore the 


higheft. 


Bible. 
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They be fo huge that nothing can me fave. 
Where is the booke wherein Gods will is writ ? 
They fay therein is balme that finne can cure. 
What ment I (wretch) ? I never ftudied it. 

The booke is large; my life will not indure, 

So longe as I may reade, and reape fuch grace: 
The fault is mine; I might while I had fpace. 


I faint, I faint! my life will needes away, 

Falfe Frenos now of force muft yeeld to death. 
Thefe farewell woordes, good friends, yet note I pray, 
Prepare your felves ere latter gafpe of breath: 

So fpend your lives as if you daily dyde, 

Lefte tarde you by death (perhaps) be tane. 

Note well my fall in top of all my pride: 

Before I wift, hee gave mee (wretch) my bane. 
My worldly wealth, for which I tooke fuch care, 

I needes muft leave in no good order fett ; 

A foudaine chaunge, the chaunce yet nothing rare, 
This is the proofe of goods that fraude doth get. 
Loe! this is all that death will let mee fay ; 

But what is fhort may beft be borne away. 


Lhe Reporter. 


This difordered complaint of Frenos is anfwerable unto 
his difordered dealing, but moft of all unto his fodaine 
death, who, having his confcience unprepared, tormented 
with the multitude of his finnes, ftoode amazed what to 
fay: and yet howfoever it hange together, it conteyneth 
matter of note, which I leave to the cenfure of the difcrete 
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reader. And now to the reft of this report: the next that 
death mett with in this tragedie of coufeners, was Caphos, 
a merchant, whofe name Frenos ufed in divers of his craftie 
conveyances, for that (if neede fo required) hee had friendes 
to countenaunce, monie to defend, and an indifferent ho- 
neft report to couler their lewde praétifes. But notwith- 
{tanding his monte, couler, and countenaunce to fet an 
honeft fhewe, in the fight of the world, of his fubtile prac- 
tifes, now that death attacheth him to make his accompt 


before the hieft, you fhall heare in what arerages he findes 
himfelfe. 


Caphos Complaint. 


The proverbe faith, as good wee eate the devill, 

As fup the broth wherein his body boilde ; 

As good wee do, as give confent to evill, 

Which forrie doome my coloured fcufe hath foild. 

My confcience throbs, though I no fraude devis’de : 
My onely name, that fhadowed foule deceite, 

In God his fight with Frenos fall is pris’de ; 

I feele my finnes pluckes downe my foule with weight ; 
Yea, Lyros and falfe Frenos both, I knowe, 

But leade the way that I muft fhortly goe. 


Farre yet I am unfit for fuch a journie, 

My compt falls fhort that I to God muft give ; 
If hee charge mee with filthie perjurie, 

It will not ferve (to fave mee from repreve) 
To fay how that, for feare of after fhame, 

A manifeft untrueth I durft not fweare, 

But Frenos gott a poft knight of my name, 


A pretie kind 
of perjurie. 
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in {fteede of mee, that did both fweare and fteare. 
[ muft confeffe I gave thereto confent, 
And God, no doubt, will punifh my intent. 


My fubtile fleightes to fhadowe foule abufe 

May well lye hid, and no man knowe the fame; 
But God doth knowe the fraude I put in ufe, 

(For others heede) deferved open fhame. 

The man that is with ficknes never vext 

Hath feeldome care what kinde of meate hee eates, 
When fuch as are with furfets oft perplext 

Seeme daintie {till to feede on divers meates: 

In worldly churles obferved is the like, 

They feede on fraude till infamie them ftrike. 


Marke well my woordes, you (worldlinges) of all fortes, 
But, citizens, your natures beft I know: 

There are [of] you have meetely good reportes, 

For riches fake and outward honeft fhowe, 

But how you get your monftrous heapes of gold, 

Your confcience knowes, and I can fomewhat tell: 
Your fecret craft fo feeldome is controld, 

As what you gett you thinke you gett it well ; 

But how fo heere your reckonings feemeth true, 

A day will come when you fhall count a newe. 


Bee you reclaymde by others foudaine fall, 
Sighe for your owne when others fhames you fee ; 
Thinke that they are but patternes of your thrall, 
If juftice fhould on you avenged bee. 

A thoufand wayes the higheft feekes to winne, 


itis St Sy il 
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Our worldly mindes from love of worldlie joyes, 
But if wee ftill will wallowe in our finne, 

The plagues are fharpe with which he us deftroyes: 
To ftay whofe wrath I hould the next way is, 
While wee have fpace, to forrowe our amis. 


Death comes, God wot, even like a myching theefe : 
With confcience cleare fome wardes his wily blowe, 


And fome, againe, hee gawls with foudaine greefe, 

Whofe thoughtes of finne doth worke their double woe. 

Had I but wayde the halfe that now I wray, 

My coemates endes had made mee fitt for death ; 

But that is paft: this is my onely ftay, A fweete 
Gods mercie falves at latter gafpe of breath, mes i 
And yet thereof let no man hope to farre : aa \% 


finnes. 
Prefumptious finnes of all the greateft are. 


The Reporter. 


It feemeth, by the depofition in Caphos complaint, that 
: the direction from time to time (as concerning the afore 
reported coofenage) came from fome fubtile head. But 
whofe devife or direétion foever it were, there is yet an other 
(a lawyer, it feemeth, by the order of his complaint,) that 
findes his confcience infe€ted with Lyros, Frenos, and 
Caphos fellowfhip; who, likewife attached with death, you 
may fuppofe, with a troubled minde, to wreaft out this fol- 
lowing complaint. 


Pimos complaint at the houre of his death. 


Aye mee! (quoth hee) the cafe is altered quite : 
My wylie fkill that chaungde the fenfe of lawe, 


The common 
lawe was taken 
out of Gods 
lawe. 


The divel de- 
clares our 
offences before 
God, our con- 
fcience is the 
witnes of our 
wickednes. 
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My cunning pleas that made a wronge feeme right 
Are nowe the bones whereon my confcience gnawe : 
They force mee graunt the good from evill I knewe ; 
The good I left, the evill too late I rue. 


b] 


The common lawe, the which I ftudied longe, 

I finde, condemnes mee, wretch, of many a crime; 
The lawe it felfe (how fo we wreaft it wronge) 

Of God his lawe was founded in the prime: 

Then fince in one they both agree in troth, 
Abufe of one muft be abufe of both. 


And fure the one I turned as I lift: 

If I were wrong’d, the lawe amends could make, 

If I did wronge, the lawe fuch power mitt, 

The cafe was chang’de, the wronged might go packe. 
Such helpes I had, fuch quillets of delay, 

That all feemde true, that (fubtile) I did fay. 


But nowe I am attached to appeare 

Afore a judge at no mannes faultes that winkes: 
The divell declares, how I have lived here, 

My confcience guilt gives evidence, me thinkes. 
To learne the laws fith ftudie I did vowe, 

For breach of lawe I am indited nowe. 


Before my God, mee feemes, I charged am, 

For ayding thofe with credite, coyne, and fkill, 
Whofe lewde deceites deferved whippes of fhame, 
And that to make me guiltie of their ill, 
Confentientes (your lawe fayth, Jove doth fay,) 

I:t agentes, plectentur pari pena. 
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My guiltie minde confeffeth ftreight the aét, 


Falfe Frenos fraud was boulftered up by mee ; 
Condemnde of this, ftreight comes another fact, 
I wronged men again{t all equitie, 

When lawe doth fay, hoc facias altert, 

In right and wronge, quod vis tibt fiers. 


This bitter doome, given by the doome of lawe, 
Mee, finnefull wretch, as guiltie ftriketh mute ; 
The men I wrong’d within my confcience gnawe, 
J fpared none through pittie, nor through fute : 
What lawe did give, fince I for vauntnge tooke, 
In breach of lawe fhould I for favour looke ? 


Note. | 


O noe! I muft in proper perfon pleade i 
Plaine not guiltie, or guiltie of the crime: | 
No forreine plea may now delayaunce breede ; | 
Untraverft goes the vez and the time, | 
No advocate or letters here may ferve, 
The judge is bent to judge as I deferve. 

Ignoraunce 


IT guiltie am, I muft of force confeffe. 

By ignoraunce thefe faultes yet would I fcufe, 
But I, vile I, that had men in diftreffe, 

And did their pleas of ignoraunce refufe, 

Mee thinkes that God doth rule me ore with this, 
Non excufat 1gnorantia juris. 


will not ferve. 


And thus I lye, with deadly ficknes pinde ; 
Yea more, my foule befeng’d with finnefull greefe, 


The more I feeke to pacifie my minde, 


The foule and 
flefh are at 
continuall 
warre. 
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The further off I (wretched) find releefe. 
My dealinges great, or rather great deceite, 
Fall out fo lewde as I no count can ftreight. 


Do what I can, the caufe that caufde my joy 

When flefhe and bloud was fedde with worldly gaine, 
Is nowe the caufe that caufeth my annoye. 

Now feare of hell in place of flefhe doth raigne : 

The foule and flefhe impugnes the other fo, 

As what likes one doth worke the others woe. 


What meane wee then (fith th’ one wee muft difpleafe) 
To ferve the flefh, that beares no lafting fway, 

And leave the foule, that covets ftill our eafe, 

Who (foyling flefh) in heaven doth live for aye? 
What worfer match can any creature make, 

Lncerta then, pro certis thus to take? 


O finfull wretch! had I this ende forefeene, 

I had not nowe come fhort upon account: 

I would have lik’t and lov’d the merrie meane, 
Which ever doth to reckoning beft amount ; 
For violents do fildome long indure, 

They alwayes come from fortune moft unfure. 


O wicked man! had I feene heaven in thought, 
Had I ferv’'d God like as in fhewe of zeale, 

I had not thus for poore mens livings fought, 
Nor purcha{t hell for lande for others weale. 
Had I well wayde how tickle was my life, 
I had ere this appeafd mv confcience ftrife. 
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Or had I thought (O moft unhappie wight !) 
Looke what I gave that meafure fhould I reape, 
I fure had given to every man his right, 

This wicked world had not luld me afleape ; 

I had not then bene careleffe of my end, 

My foule had watcht deathes furie to defend. 


But (oh!) in me the contrarie was plafte: 

I was intyfte on baytes of finne to feede, 

Which charm’d receits feemde fuger fweete in tafte, 
But (oh !) they fay, fweete meate fowre fauce doth neede. 
Neede, or not neede, I prove the proverbe true, 

My brittle joyes my endleffe woes do brue. 


My confcience loathes what liked well my life, 

My confcience rues the gaine I got by guile, 

My confcience feeles the woes of wrangling ftrife, 

My confcience weepes at that my life did fmile, 

My confcience bleedes through that life thought a bliffe, 
My confcience wailes what life thought not amiffe. 


Well, fith my life this wretched woe hath wrought, 
Would God my life (nay death through foule abufe) 
Were noted fo as all men might be taught 

By fcriptures rule their talents here to ufe, 

And fpecially about their ftudies wall, 

For lawyers heed, would God were writ my fall! 


Through fight whereof, no doubt, they would refufe 
To fith for gaine with nets of foule deceit ; 
To worke delayes they would no pleadings ufe, 


i) 
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They fure would thinke they had account to ftraight : 
My vexed mynde at death ftill in their eye, 
Would will them live, as they did dayly dye. 


If to fuch good my fouden fall would prove, 
Would life would laft to tell a larger tale! 

But howe it prove, in vaine for life I move, 

Death nowe affaults, and (wretched) I muft vale: 
My breath doth fade, the bell doth found away 
From whence I came, I needes muft turne to clay. 


Lhe Reporter's conclufion, as touching the report of Paulus 


Plafmos adventures, and L yros, Frenos, Caphos, 
and Pimos falles. 


Who telles a tale at large of others fmart, 

In his report fome errour needes mutt fhape: 
Some blamed are, fome praifde, beyond defart. 
In this difcourfe (fuch flaunder to efcape) 

It feemd me beft to ufe but notes of heede, 
And leave at full for to report the deede. 


Yet fome will fay, I wrong poore Plafmos here, 
To make his youth the caufe of his mifhaps, 
When he, good foule (who fraude did little feare) 
Was flily fnarld in fneaking coufeners traps: 

In deede, my heart did bleede his plaints to fhowe 
And much I blamde the workers of his woe. 


J 


And yet, forfooth, what fo of him is fayde, 
In my conceit is nothing fayde but truth, 
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For fure his woes, if they be wifely wayde, 
Some wayes may be imputed to his youth ; 

For firft of all, his braverie was the bayte 

Thefe coufeners mindes that egged with deceite. 


Then, fith him felfe was guiltie of his thrall, 

His fortunes wrayd may wanton gallants warne 
From rath clyming, for feare they catch a fall; 
And by his woes unwayed youthes may learne 

To truft them felves, fewe others out of fight, 

For timeleffe truft wrought Plafmos much defpight. 


And for their falles, by fraude that fought to mount, 
Although that they not halfe their faults report, 

Yet in their plaints are notes of good account, 
Forewarnings faire, and words of mylde exhort ; 
And for the reft (how fo they liv’d awry) 

Let it fuffice, they did repentant dye. 
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LPILOGES: 


Loe here the fruits that growe of felfe conceits ! 
Loe here their falles that leape before they looke! 
Loe, gallants, here the fweete inticing baytes, 
Wherein lyes hid the coufeners poyfoned hooke ! 


from mafkes of pryde here are the vifards pluckt, 
Of dogged dice, loe here the deadly yll; 

See here how drie the lovers purfe is fuckt, 

That yealdes to pleafe a wanton ladies will. 


Who noteth here what treafon lurkes in truft, 
Before he truft may haply learne to trie: 

Who fees faire words fauft here with workes unjuft, 
May have in fcorne the fhewes of flatterie. 


Who marketh here the bitter end of frayes, 
Of more emprife may holde a quiet life. 

Who feeth here in lawe the long delayes, 
May love the worfe to live in wrangling ftrife. 


Without good heede, who fo in court doth plant, 
May here perceive his beggerie in the end. 

Who wayeth here the woes of withered want, 

Were worfe then mad beyonde his boundes to fpend. 


Who would avoyde the fnares that worldlings fet, 
And who would knowe their wiles and foule abufe ; 
Who hath defires an honeft fame to get, 
Who in his kinde inticing golde would ufe, 
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May here finde rules his life for to direct. 

Here lives their fames, that vertues fouldiers ware, 
And here againe their dealings I detect, 

To fwimme in wealth that will no vauntage fpare. 


Here, here difcourft may worldlings fee their falles, 
Which wey not how, fo riches they may winne: 
Here may they fee, how fore Gods vengeance alles, 
When he is bent to punifh filthy finne. 


All this and more my Mufe at large reports, 
All this my Mufe (for your availe) did hit ; 
In lue whereof fhe friendly you exhorts 

To take in worth what of good will is writ. 


Quod cavere pofjis, ftultum eft admittere. 
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